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The quotation, placed on the title-page, will at once 
show what is the mind of the Translator, in regard to 
the great difficulty— the impossibility, as some think — 
of his present undertaking. He has been made to 
understand and feel what is meant by the " ponderoxo 
tenia" on the one hand; and his own " omero mortal" 
on the other. His hope, however, is, that this motto, 
standing at the front of the volume, will bespeak for 
him betimes the indulgence of the Reader, and prevent 
the " biasimo," which, more or less, he has good cause 
to apprehend. 

It seems unreasonable to expect that any great 
literary work, which with superlative excellency combines 
superlative difficulty, can soon, or at once, be ade- 
quately rendered into another tongue. We may fairly 
expect that each succeeding version will profit by those, 
which have preceded it ; that acknowledged errors will 
now be corrected, the meaning of particular passages 
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more fully brought out, and the force and beauty of the 
whole made more conspicuous. Dr. Johnson somewhere 
observes, that it is a very hard thing to alter the language 
of a passage without injuring the thought. If this 
remark applies to prose, how much more to Poetry ? 
and to what Poem more forcibly than to the Divina 
Commedia ? Not to dwell upon its highly mystic 
design, and its treatment, so marvellous in many par- 
ticulars, there is in Dante such a condensation of deep 
thought, such an intensity of strong feeling, combined 
with such a power of compressing both into the most 
apt phrases and cadences, as cannot but render the 
Translator's task singularly arduous. Add to this the 
marked differences, in sound, idiom, and construction, 
between the Italian and the English. Many brief, 
nervous, and melodious expressions in the former seem 
to have no corresponding representation in the latter, 
but plain inharmonious prose. What is tersely sublime, 
or tenderly pathetic, in the one, is often simply bald, 
and falls flat in the other. How faintly can we reflect 
that life-like reality, which a few masterly touches have 
given to the original ! How rarely can we succeed, by 
our perspicuity and strength of language, in producing 
such a distinct image of external forms, as at once 
renders them visible to "the mind's eye" — the pic- 
turesque of Dante ! From what cause, it may be asked, 
have our attempts to translate the Hebrew Psalter 
hitherto proved so unsuccessful ? It is the incapacity of 



PREFACE. ix 

our language to render the direct lightning-like effect 
of the original. The same cause may here also prove 
fatal. 

But these hindrances to success are increased ten- 
fold by the necessities of rhyme. Dante himself 
acknowledges its bondage (Inferno xxviii. 1). It is true 
that he allowed himself many poetic liberties. He 
altered the spelling ; he contracted, extended, and even 
invented words, for the rhyme's sake ; and by his sole 
authority and example he sanctioned such use for the 
benefit of all future Italian poets. But our English 
Translator is " no such chartered libertine." While 
bound strictly to adhere to his model, he is equally 
bound strictly to observe the laws of English versifica- 
tion : and, should he venture to frame his copy on the 
original metre, his difficulties must needs increase, from 
his having to supply a third rhyme in the second tiercet. 
Then will he feel, to its fullest extent, that 

" Closing the sense within the measured time, 
'Tis hard to fit the reason to the rhyme." * 

In consequence of these trammels, we are often 
obliged to dilute the sense; it may be, at times, to 
come short of it altogether. Add to this, that our 
perfect rhymes are far fewer than those in Italian; 
while, from our greater use of consonants than of 
vowels, our terms are deficient in that ease and flexibility, 

which so much help versification, while they add to its 

■ . ■ ' — ^ — — — — — » 

* Dbtden, Art of Poetry, canto ii. 
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freshness and beauty. Hence we are unable to vary, as 
we ought, the ends of our lines, but are in frequent 
danger of repeating ourselves ; a fault against which 
Dante himself particularly warns us in his Treatise 
De Vvlgari Eloquio (Lib. ii. c. 13), and one, which he 
himself most studiously avoided. It is very remarkable, 
that, throughout the entire Comrnedia, consisting of a 
hundred Cantos, there are only fifteen instances to be 
found of his using the same rhyme a second time in 
the same Canto. It is true, that this was carrying his 
strictness to an unreasonable length ; and we are not 
surprised that succeeding Italian Poets, as Ariosto and 
Tasso, should in this have declined following him. 

Happily nothing of the kind is required of the 
English Translator. Full liberty is here allowed us 
by the practice of our greatest Masters ; and the only 
danger is, of our abusing it. There is a notable ex- 
ample of this, where least we should expect it. -If we 
turn to the First Book of Pope's translation of the 
Iliad, we shall find that in three instances he there 
repeats the same rhyme, after so short an interval, as 
that of a single couplet ; thus carrying his license to an 
extreme in one direction, as Dante did his severity on 
the side opposite. 

Such being the great difficulties and risk of failure, 
which attend the Terza Rima, it is not surprising that 
it should have been less adopted by our different Trans- 
lators. Blank verse at once rids us of these difficulties ; 
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bat then, in its tendency to diffiiseness, it seems ill 
fitted to represent a metre, of all others, in the hands of 
Dante, at least, so succinct ; in which the clause, if not 
the sentence, generally closes with the triplet, and so 
confines , the sense. The very rhyme of the original 
appears to be absolutely required to represent the full 
rhythmic force and spirit of the Poem. With all 
the difficulties of the case before him, Dr. Carlyle has 
thought it the best, and indeed the only, course, to 
give a literal rendering in Prose. This he has done 
in a masterly manner; leaving us but one subject 
of regret, which applies also to Mr. W. M. Eossetti — 
namely, that they have both confined themselves to the 
Inferno, and that their most useful works are so far 
incomplete. 

We have thus enlarged on the arduous and hazardous 
nature of our undertaking, not merely to bespeak for it 
the utmost critical indulgence, but with the definite 
object of showing the improbability that any perfect 
success can, in the ordinary course of things, be attained, 
except after repeated endeavours. If this be so, then 
neither this nor any translation subsequent to it can 
fairly be regarded, as superfluous and uncalled for ; 
still less, as presuming, and derogatory to those, that 
have preceded it. Much, truly, has been done, and 
done well, by different Authors, to exhibit in an English 
form the sense and the beauty of the Pqema Sacro. It 
is indeed come to be a question of comparative merit, 
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who, among these honourable competitors, has nearest 
reached the mark. We have no court of inquiry and 
final appeal, like the Accademia della Crusca, 'which 
established by a formal decree the superiority of the 
Orlando Furioso to the Gerv&alemme Liberata. Every 
reader is left to form for himself the best opinion he 
can ; the consequence of which must needs be, that no 
conclusion will be arrived at, satisfactory to all ; nor 
such, as would bar the way in an authoritative manner 
to future progress and improvement. 

When the subject of the Poem is so mysterious, and 
the treatment of it mixed up with so many particular 
events and characters, more or less strange to us, the 
total absence of Notes in this version, may give rise to 
some complaint, and demand an explanation. The 
Translator respectfully submits that caution is here 
required. There may be a danger, lest our frequent 
application to explanatory notes, and dependence on 
them, may insensibly draw away our attention from the 
text, or prevent the free exercise of our own judgment. 
Hence, more time and thought may be bestowed on 
matters of criticism, local history, or personal biography, 
than on the Poem itself ; as (to use a familiar illustra- 
tion) we often, in picture-galleries, see persons, who are 
continually consulting the catalogue, and then paying 
but a secondary transient regard to the wonders of art 
set before them. It may be found, that no work of 
prominent literary merit, not excepting the Plays of our 
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glorious Shakespeare, has called forth such a host of 
commentators and controversialists, as in the case of the 
Divina Commedia* To consult and study the greater 
part of these is not only a weariness to the flesh, but 
labour spent without any adequate remuneration; it 
may be, with positive loss. The mind may be drawn 
into quite another channel ; and the effect, designed by 
Poetry, may suffer in proportion. We may be sub- 
stituting a dry knowledge of facts for the inspiring 
draughts of the living spring. Let the Reader of the 
Commedia endeavour, in the first place, to gain a 
clear and definite view of its main object and general 
outline.* Let him be content for a season to remain 
ignorant of many things ; reserving his inquiry into them, 
until he has thoroughly grasped the main design of this 
marvellous allegory, and caught something of the spirit 
of its Author, in his sublime conceptions, and remark- 
able peculiarities of thought and style. Then, if he 
thinks fit, let him acquaint himself with the details 
of the times, when Dante lived, and with the various 
personages, introduced by him to our notice. These 
times and these personages were, of course, objects of 

* To assist him in this, the Header will find at the end of the volume 
three Indexes, which the Translator has carefully prepared with the 
express purpose of furnishing a Synoptical view of the entire " Vision ;" 
of the divisions, and subdivisions, traceable in each of its three parts ; 
together with the names of the several persons introduced. This, he 
hopes, will prevent, in limine, confused and mistaken notions, and serve, 
also, as a key of reference, and, in some measure, of explanation, in 
regard to the different characters. 
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the deepest interest to the Poet himself, as well as to 
his contemporaries ; but they do not affect us in the 
same manner; indeed, by far the greater number of 
them do not affect us at all. There seems to be a 
particular danger, in these days, of our informing the 
intellect, at the neglect of cultivating the taste and 
moral affections. Thus knowledge, the idol of our times, 
is acquired ; but the feeling for Poetry of the highest 
order, such, as speaks to the souls of men, and such, as 
lifts up the mind to high and Heavenly things, is not 
cherished and improved, as it ought to be. For we 
must not forget that the principal aim of this Poem is 
one, Moral and Beligious. We know this from the 
Poet's own avowal; and, surely, we ought, as a general 
rule, to read an Author in his own spirit, and so to 
co-operate, as it were, with his labours for our pleasure, 
or edification ; and, if we do this in the case before us, 
who can tell the amount, to which we shall be bene- 
fited ? Witness the remarkable testimony, borne by a 
very learned member of the Academy of Florence — 
Anton Maria Salvini — who in a poetical epistle, ad- 
dressed to his friend the famous natural philosopher, 
Francesco Redi, thus expresses himself : — 

" Redi gentile, Be de' gaiantuomini, 
Se volete saper la vita mia, 
Studiando io sto, lungi da tutti gli uomini ; 

Ed ho imparato piu Teologta 
In questi giorni, che ho riletto Dante, 
Che nellc Scuole fatto io non avria." . . . 
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" Mostra, quai sien le gioie, e quai gli affanni ; 
Cid, che sia da fuggire, e da seguire ; 
Onde il folle mortal si disinganni." 

Many, it is to be feared, even among the Italians, 
know little more of Dante, than the First stage of his 
threefold pilgrimage ; and, in that one, little more than 
the heart-rending stories of Francesca, and of Ugolino ; 
and thus it happens, that the very excellency of an Author 
turns out sometimes to his own hindrance ; when single 
passages of peculiar beauty are made the occasions of so 
monopolizing our attention, that we are comparatively 
indifferent to others of quite equal importance. Let us 
hope, however, that, as a highly-educated people, we 
shall no longer show such injustice towards the Poet, 
nor thus defraud our own selves. Let the recent Com- 
memoration of his Sixth Centenary be the happy time 
for reviving and extending among us a more worthy 
appreciation of his immortal work; and, beyond this, 
of promoting the study of that beautiful language and 
that splendid literature, of which he laid the foundation. 
Let it never be forgotten that our original school of 
English Poetry was formed on that literature, and, like 
a befitting superstructure, raised on its foundation. 

It was in Italy, that, at the touch of this gr£at 
enchanter, those fountains and depths, pure and undefiled, 
were opened, from whence Chaucer, Spenser, and Milton* 



* « 



; He was particularly skilled in the Italian, which he always pre- 
ferred to the French language, as all the men of letters did at that time* 
in England."— Bishop Newton (Life of Milton). 
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first drew so much of their sweetness, perspicuity, 
and power. From thence were supplied to us many of 
those dramatic stories, which are immortalized in the 
Fables of Dryden, and in the Plays of our incomparable 
Shakespeare. The first employment, and probably the 
very invention of modern blank verse, we owe to 
Trissino, in his tragedy of Sophonisba, and his Homeric 
poem, Ultalia Liberata.* This metre, we know, was 
subsequently adopted, and highly commended, in pre- 
ference to "the troublesome and modern bondage of 
rhyme," by our great Epic Poet, in his Preface to the 
Paradise Lost. Since the Restoration, we have, it 
would seem, unnaturally forsaken our nursing-mother, 
the guide of our youth, and have transferred our pre- 
ference to France, and, in more recent times, to 
Germany. But, whether we have done this to the 
advantage of our national poetry, or to the improve- 
ment of our literary taste, is a serious question, as far 
beyond the ability, as it lies beyond the province of the 
writer, in any wise, to determine. * He thinks, however, 
that the scions, thus more recently transplanted from 
foreign lands, will never strike deep root into our native 
literature, which so fully expresses our thoughts and 
feelings, as a people, and must therefore always have the 
first place in our love and esteem. 

* See the Notice, prefixed by L'Abbate Antonini to his edition of 
the " Italia Liberata, da' Goti," of Trissino (Parigi, 1729). 



THE INFERNO. 



CANTO I. 

At the mid-stage of human life, estray'd 
I found me in a wood obscure ; the way 
Guiding aright was lost ; and all was shade. 

Ahy what it was 'tis hard — how hard — to say, 

This woodland waste, so piercing sharp and strong ; 
It haunts me still, renewing the dismay ; 

Well nigh, as death, 'tis bitter : yet my tongue 
Of other things, there seen, shall record bear ; 
For that the good I found demands my song. 

My entrance-in I cannot well declare, 
Such heaviness of sleep my soul subdued, 
When the true way I left, to wander there. 

But, when arriv'd at a Hill's base, that stood 
Closing the valley, which with such affright 
Had seiz'd and check'd the current of my blood ; 

I look'd on high, and saw its shoulders dight 
Already with the planetary ray, 
That leads mankind on every path aright. 

Some little calm'd was then the dread dismay, 
That stirr'd my heart's deep lake, the night I past 
All so distressfully, when gone astray. 

n 
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And, scap'd the stormy sea, like one who, cast 
Labouring for breath ashore, turns eagerly 
To view the dangerous deep, and stares aghast ; 

E'en so my spirit, still intent to fly, 

Turn'd back once more that passage to survey, 
Alive which none e'er left, who ventur'd by. 

Bested my weary frame, again my way 
On the lone slope I took ; and in such wise 
That still my hinder foot the lowest lay. 

And, where the steep abrupt begins to rise, 
Behold, a panther, lithe, and passing fleet, 
Clad in a spotted skin of comely guise. 

It left me not, but ever did me meet 
Full fronting ; ay, the way I sought to climb 
So barr'd that oft I minded to retreat. 

It was the hour, when morning sheds her prime ; 
The Sun now rising with the stars benign, 
Which formed his courtly retinue, what time 

Those beauteous works first sprang from Love Divine ; 
And so with hope's fair promise all conspir'd ; 
The season sweet, the dawn of joyous shine, 

The panther blithe, in gaudy coat attir'd ; 
Yet none could stay the desperate affright 
The vision of a lion me inspir'd ! 

He seem'd, as arming 'gainst me ajl his might, 
With head aloft, and hungering fierce for food ; 
The very air look'd daunted at the sight. 

A she- wolf too, whom bare-ribb'd leanness show'd 
Full of all appetence, and who, before, 
Had prey'd on many a pining multitude — 

She with the dreadfulness her aspect wore 
So wearied all the strength within my veins, 
That hope of the ascent I felt no more. 

And as the man, who gladly counts his gains, 
When, after, losing all the treasures won, 
Disconsolate in every thought complains ; 
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So by th' unresting brute was I undone ; 
Who, inch by inch, repell'd me from my course 
Back to the vale, where silent is the Sun. 
While I was downward carried thus perforce, 
One stood before mine eyes in semblance plain, 
Methinks, by length of silence render'd hoarse. 
Him, soon as seen in the vast wild, I 'gan 
Loud to implore : " Pity, oh, pity me ! 
Whate'er thou art — spirit, or very man. " 
He answer 'd : " Man I was ; but cease to be : 
My parents both fair Lombardy begat, 
Mantua their home ; and my nativity 
Under great Julius was, although too late. 
At Home, when none but lying gods were known, 
I hVd ; then good Augustus sway'd the State : 
Poet I was ; my theme that righteous son 
Of old Anchises, who escap'd from Troy,, 
When wrapt in ashes lay proud Ilion* 
But thou — why turn'st thou back to such annpy ? 
Why not ascend the happy Mountain's brow, 
The principle and cause of perfect joy ? " 
" Art thou that Virgil then — that fountain thou, 
Whence streams of eloquence so large expand ? " 
I answer'd him with look abash'd, and low : - 
" glory and light of bards in every land ! 
Now may it help me, in my hour of need, 
That long with loving zeal thy Book I scanned. 
Thou art my Master ; thou, my vital head : 
From thee alone I form'd with studious art 
The beauteous style, that me to fame has led. 
See yonder beast, from whom repuls'd I start — 
Defend, defend me from her, Sage renown'd ; 
For glaring thus she shakes my inmost heart. " 
" Needful for thee another way is found, " 

He answer'd, noting first my streaming eyes ; 
" H 'tis thy will to escape this savage ground. 
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Because this beast, that wakes thy suppliant cries, 

Here suffers none to pass against her will, 

But so besets the pilgrim, that he dies ; 
And such her instinct, all so steep'd in ill. 

Her craving appetite she ne'er can sate ; 

But, after feeding, grows more hungry still. 
Many the bestial brood she takes for mate — 

Brood, destin'd to increase ; till the Greyhound 

Shall come, in pangs of death to seal her fate. 
Not earth, not gold, but sapience profound, 

But love and virtue shall his diet be ; 

And Feltro on each side his nation bound. 
'Tis he shall save that low-sunk Italy, 

Euryalus, Turnus, Nisus, for whose sake, 

Virgin Camilla, too, of wounds did die. 
Her, far and wide pursued, his prey he'll make, 

Till he remand her to the hell, from whence 

Envy at first impell'd her loose to break. 
Wherefore, I counsel best for thy defence, 

Thou follow me ; and I'll conduct thee well, 

And, through a place eternal, lead thee hence ; 
Where thou shalt hear the wild despairing yell, 

Where thou shalt see in dole the spirits of old, 

Invoking each a second death in hell ; 
Those, also, in the penal fiery hold 

Who stay content, because their hopes aspire 

To join the Blessed, the set time when told ; 
To whom if then thou fain wouldst lift thee higher, 

A soul more worthy shall thy leader prove : 

Thee to her charge I'll leave, when I retire. 
For He, that Emperor who rules above 

Wills none gain entrance at His city-gate 

By me, a rebel 'gainst His law of love. 
He reigns through space, but there He keeps His state ; 

His city there, there His high Throne : blest, 

Whom there He chooses, in His courts to wait ! " 
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And I to him : "Poet, I thee request, 
By that same Deity to thee unknown, 
That never I be thus and worse distress'd, 

Conduct me whither thy good word has shown, 
That so I may behold St. Peter's door, 
And those thou makest with such anguish groan : " 

Then mov'd I onward, as he led before. 



••o* 



CANTO II. 

The day was parting ; now the dusk of eve 

Keleas'd the creatures from their toil, and care, 
On earth ; and I alone, with no reprieve, 

Was arming me the double fight to bear — 
The way so perilous, the scene so sad — 
Which memory, unerring, shall declare. 

O Muses ! high genius ! lend your aid : 
O mind ! the sure recorder of mine eyes, 
Here shall thy nobleness be clear display'd. 
" Poet," began I, " thou my Guide all-wise, 
Ponder my strength — suffices it ? Inquire, 
Or e'er thou trust me to the hard emprize. 

Thou say'st that Silvius' parental sire 
Went, mortal yet, to an immortal state, 
And there preserv'd each human sense entire. 

That He, who hates all ill with perfect hate, 
To him should condescend, above his kind, 
Well knowing who he was, and what his fate, 

Unmeet appears not to a thinking mind : 
For he of genial Eome, and her chief sway, 
Was father, by the will of Heaven design'd ; 

Both there were 'stablish'd — so the truth to say — 
For th' Holy place, where the successor-Priest 
Of the great Peter sits in grand array. 



i THE INFERNO. 

By this descent — whence, in my song confest, 
Soundeth his praise — he came the things to hear, 
"Which caus'd his triumph, and the Papal vest. 

Went thither next Election's vessel dear, 

From thence to bring assurance of that Creed, 
Which to the soul salvation first brings near. 

But I — why go I there ? who bids me speed ? 
I, no JEneas, much less Paul, am I : 
Nor I, nor others, this to me concede. 

If going thus I cast the venturous die, 
I fear reproof of folly in th' event : 
Thy wisdom will my faltering speech supply." 

And as the man, who swerves from his intent, 
Nilling the thing he will'd, a second thought 
Warping his mind to quite an adverse bent ; 

To such myself, in that dark coast, I brought ; 
For now by dint of thinking died away 
The enterprize, my will so quick had caught. 
" If I have read the sense thy words convey," 
That shade magnanimous then answer made, 
" Thy soul to cowardice is sunk a prey ; 

By this, full oft, man's spirit sore o'erlaid 

Shrinks from the honour it design'd to achieve ; 
As shies a beast, by faulty sight betray'd. 

That of this fear thou mayst thyself relieve, 
Wherefore I came, I'll tell ; and what mine ear 
Beach'd, when, at first, for thee my soul did grieve. 

I was among them, who ' Suspended * are, 
And me a Lady call'd, bless'd, beauteous so, 
That, straight, for her command I made my prayer. 

Her eyes shone brighter than the stellar glow ; 
And soon she 'gan, with voice of Angel-tone, 
To drop her speech in mild and gentle flow. 

* courteous spirit Mantuan, whose renown, 
Wide o'er the world diifus'd, endureth still, 
And shall endure, till time itself is gone ; 
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My friend — no friend, alas ! to fortune's will — 

On the lone steep is hinder'd so that fear 

Has thrust him back from the Celestial Hill. 
I dread the thought — he may have stray'd so far, 

That all too late I rose, with help design'd ; 

From what of him I chanc'd in Heaven to hear. 
Go now, and with thine eloquence refin'd, 

And what for rescue best shall means supply, 

Such aidance lend, as may console my mind. 
I am, who send thee, Beatrice : from on high 

I come ; and thither yearn to speed again : 

Love bids me speak, that made me thence to fly. 
In the Lord's presence, mid th' attendant train, 

To Him I'll oft for thee declare my praise.' 

Silent she ended ; then I thus began : 
' Lady, of that worth, alone to raise 

'Bove all, contain'd within the lunar sphere, 

Man's halcyon state by thy transcendent ways ; 
So sweet thy mandate to my listening ear, 

Obedience, were it paid, would linger slow ; 

No second time I need thy pleasure hear. 
But say : to this contracted orb below, 

Whence is thy scant of care in coming down 

From that large place, for which thou yearnest so ? ' 
' Since thou dost wish thus far to thee be known, 

In brief I'll tell thee,' she responded calm, 

' Why fearless I descend within this zone. 
Things only, that possess the power to harm, 

Should dreaded be : all others have no claim, 

Found inoffensive, to excite alarm. 
God, of His grace, has temper'd so my frame, 

That nought your misery my mind can move ; 

Nor am I scath'd by this assailing flame. 
There is a noble Lady, who above 

So rues that hindrance, wherefore thee I send, 

As justice to disarm by power of love. 
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Lucia she implor'd : " Thy faithful friend," 

Pleading, she said, " now needs thy service kind ; 
And him to thee I lovingly commend." 

Lucia, foe to every sterner mind, 
Arose soft gliding to the place, where I 
With th' antique Rachel musing sat reclin'd. 

She said : " Beatrice, God's eulogy, 
Wherefore to him, who could for thee forsake 
The vulgar herd, dost thou thy help deny ? 

Hearest thou not his piteous wailings break ? 
Seest thou not the death, that tugs him hard 
There, where the sea no conflict such can make ? " 

None in the world ever so swift appear'd 
To seek their good, and to escape their ill, 
As I my course, such words when utter'd, steer'd 

Down from my blissful seat with forward will; 
Confiding in that eloquence of thine, 
Which honours thee, and all, who hear it, still.* 

Thus ended her discourse, her radiant eyne, 
In act of shedding tears, aside she bent ; 
The which did me to come the more incline : 

And so I came, to her obedient ; 
And rescue brought thee from the rabid beast, 
Who barr'd the beauteous mountain's short ascent. 

What then ? thy course why, why dost thou arrest ? 
Why foster in thee such ignoble fear ? 
Why stirs no generous daring in thy breast, 

Since in the courts of Heaven for thee their care 
Three ladies so Beatified unite ; 
And my word, too, lends thee such promise fair ? " 

As shut and drooping low, through chill of night, 
Flow'rets, at touch of the warm blanching sun, 
Bise on their stems, and opening hail the light ; 

So far'd it with my courage quail'd and wan : 
Into my soul such genial ardour press'd, 
That, like a man right-valiant, I began ; 
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"O piteous she, who help'd me, when disiress'd ! 
Thou courteous, too, obsequious to obey 
The truthful mandates of her gentle breast ! 

So great desire to dare th' adventurous way 
In me thy words have kindled, that I own 
Myself recover'd to my first assay. 

Now onward : for of both the will is one : 

Thou art my Lord ; my Master thou, my Guide : " 
So I address'd ; and, when he led me on, 

I enter'd by the arduous path untried. 



CANTO III. 






By me is reaoh'd the city, doom'd to grieve ; 
By me, the grief, that must eternal prove ; 
" By me the people lost beyond reprieve. 
tL Justice my mighty Maker first did move ; 

" Th' Omnipotence Divine my structure rear, 
" The supreme Wisdom, and the primal Love. 
" Prior to me created only were 

'/Eternal things : eternal I remain : 
"Despair for ever, ye, who enter here." 

These words, ineorib'd with hues of darksome grain, 
I saw above a gate : whereat I said : 
"Master, their meaning fills my soul with pain. 1 ' 

And he, as one, who quick my spirit read : 
"Here all misgiving must be left behind, 
All mean timidity must here be dead. 

Now have we reach'd the place, my words designed, 
Where thou shalt see the sorrowing tribes display'd, 
That God have lost, alone Who fills the mind." 

Then he, his hand on mine when gently laid, 
With gladsome countenance, that cheer'd me so, 
Thrust me within the secrets of the shade. 
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Here sighs, and moans, and loud bewailing woe 
Besounded through the dim and starless haze ; 
The which constraint at first my tears to flow. 

Discordant tongues, speeches of horrid phrase, 
Words of distress, accents of anger sore, 
Shrill and hoarse voices, sound of hands with these, 

An uproar made, which gathers more and more 
In that eternally dark-tinted air, 
Like to the sand, when whirlwinds sweep the shore. 

Then I, whose head a crown of horror bare, 

"Master, what sound is this, that strikes me," said, 
"Who they, that so by pain subdued appear ? " 

And he to me : " This mode forlorn and dread 
Sustain the wretched souls of those, who knew 
Nor praise, nor blame, in all the life they led. 

They are commix'd with that bad Angel crew, 
Who neither faith did break, nor yet maintain, 
God-ward, but only to themselves were true. 

The Heavens repelTd them quick, for fear of stain ; 
Nor does the depth infernal such receive : 
For thus the wicked might some glory gain." 

And I: "Whence comes it, Master, that they grieve 
So sore, as thus aloud to vent their throes ? " 
And he : "In very brief I'll answer give. 

These have no hope of death, to end their woes ; 
And their purblinded life degrades them so, 
Lot any, but their own, they fain would choose. 

The world wills none their names should even know : 
Mercy and Justice pass them by, and spurn : 
Talk we of them no more : just look, and go." 

And, as I look'd, I saw an ensign borne, 
Which whirl'd with such rapidity along, 
It seem'd all rest indignantly to scorn. 

And from behind came lengthening such a throng 
I ne'er had deem'd, of such by Death unmade 
Numbers so vast in his dominion strong. 
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Some having recogniz'd, whom I survey'd, 
I look'd, and saw his spirit, who declined 
Bright honour's post, and meanly sought the shade. 

Then, straight, I knew, and felt assur'd in mind, 
This was the sect of the bad souls, who ne'er 
Favour with God, nor with God's foes, could find. 

These wretches, signs of life who never bare, 
Were naked ; and them fiercely on did goad 
Hornets and wasps, swarming innumerous there. 

Their faces these bedew'd and streak'd with blood, 
Which at their feet, with trickling tears commix'd, 
Was gather'd by disgusting worms for food. 

Then, as mine eyes still further on I fix'd, 
People I saw a mighty river nigh ; 
Wherefore I said : "Master, my mind perplex'd 

Relieve : say, who are these ? and tell me, why 
So eagerly to gain the pass they run ; 
As by the light's faint glimmer I descry." 

And he to me : "Both shall to thee be known, 
What time our travell'd steps beside the stream 
Are stay'd of the distressful Acheron." 

With eyes cast down, that spake my sense of shame, 
Fearing, lest further speech might tedious grow, 
Silence I kept, till to the shore we came. 

And, in a bark coming towards us, lo I 
An aged man, his hair all white and old, 
Shouting : " Ye wicked souls, to you be woe ! 

Despair, that ever ye shall Heaven behold ; 
I come to take you to the other shore, 
To ever-during dark, and heat, and cold. 

And thou live spirit yonder, stay no more 

'Mongst these; quick get thee hence ; for they are dead." 
But, when he saw me station'd, as before, 
"By other ways, by other ports," he said, 

"Not by this ferry, thou must gain the strand: 
It needs a lighter bark, to serve thy stead." 
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To him the Guide : " Charon, thy wrath command : 
Thus it is will'd, where Sovereign Will can claim 
The power to do : therefore no more demand." 

Quiet, hereon, the woolly cheeks became 
Of the grim steersman of the lurid lake, 
Who round his eyeballs fierce had wheels of flame. 

But those woe-worn unbodied souls 'gan shake, 

They colour chang'd, and chatter'd with their teeth ; 
Soon as they heard the withering words he spake. 

God they blasphem'd, their parents, and the earth, 
The human kind, the place, the time, the seed 
Of their conception, and disastrous birth : 

Then loud bemoaning, one and all, with speed 
They reach'd the shore accurs'd, the final goal, 
Where all, who fear not God, receive their meed. 

Charon, the fiend, whose eyes of red-hot coal 
Gave signal dire, collects them, great and small, 
And with his oar beats every lagging soul. 

One after th' other, as dislodge, and fall 
Dry leaves in autumn, by the rude winds stirr'd, 
Till the reft branch to earth restores its all ; 

So this Adamick miscreated herd 
Cast them from that dread margin, one by one, 
By signs, as drops at his recall the bird. 

Thus o'er the water dusk their course they run ; 
And, ere they reach across, a new supply 
Forms in their place, to be transported on. 
" My son," observed the Master courteously, 

" Here meet from every land those, who expire 
Under the wrath of Heaven's high Majesty ; 

To gain the pass all eager ; for His ire 
And justice, stern pursuing, goad them so, 
Their very fearfulness becomes desire. 

Ne'er on this voyage does upright spirit go : 
Wherefore, at thee if Charon thus complain, 
His words' intent thou readily mayst know." 
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He ceas'd, when all around the dark champaign 
Shook bo convulsively, that still my mind 
Quails at the thought, and melts in sweat again. 

The land of tears exhal'd a blasting wind ; 

Whence lightning flash'd, with vermeil red that glow'd ; 
All in a swoon my senses they confin'd : 

I fell, as one by sudden sleep subdued. 
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Broke the deep trance and sleep within my head 
A thunder pealing loud ; alarm'd I shook, 
Like one, by force awaken'd in his bed. 

And now, erect upon my feet, I took 
With rested eyes a calm survey around ; 
Seeking my whereabout with eager look. 

True is, I stood above the high-most mound 
Of the vast sink of woe, where meets the roar 
Concentrated of sorrows without bound. 

Dark, deep it was, and all beclouded o'er, 
So that I nothing could discern, although 
I strain'd my sight its bottom to explore. 
"Now to the world of blindness down below 
Let us descend," the Poet said, dead-pale ; 
"I will be first ; the second thou shalt go." 

Then I, who quick observ'd his colour fail, 
"How shall I come," replied, " if thou appear, 
My stay in every doubt, with dread to quail ?" 

And he to me : "The anguish so severe 
Of those below does on my face pourtray 
That pity thou interpretest for fear. 

Let's on ; for length of road forbids delay." 
He enter'd thus, and made me enter, Hell, 
At the first circle round the deepening way. 
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Here, as by listening I could surest tell, 

None, but with smother'd sighs, were heard to plain, 
That stirr'd the timeless air with tremulous swell. 
And this arose from no corporeal pain, 
But from the grief of crowds, collected there, 
Of infants, and of women, and of men. 
To me the Master kind : " Thou dost forbear 
To ask, what spirits are these : before I lead 
On further, I would have thee .know, that ne'er 
These sinn'd ; and yet no meritorious deed 
Avails them ; for they lack'd Baptismal grace, 
The door of faith, according to thy Creed. 
And if, before the Christian age we trace, 
They liv'd, then rightly none did (rod adore : 
And I myself among them have my place. 
For such defects found guilty, and no more, 
We are undone ; to this sole grief confin'd, 
Ever to wish, yet have no hope in store." 
This heard, huge sorrow seiz'd upon my mind ; 
For well I knew that Limbo to contain 
" Suspended" souls, who once adorn'd mankind. 
"Tell me, my Master, tell me," I began, 
Seeking yet further aidance to that Crefed, 
Which drives afar all error's vanquish'd train ; 
"Went ever, for his worth, or other's meed, 
Any from hence, that bliss did after taste ?" 
And he, who well my meaning hid could read, 
Answer'd : "Myself was here but newly plac'd, 
When came a Puissant One before our view, 
With crowns of conquest gloriously grac'd. 
From hence the shade of the First Sire he drew, 
Of his son Abel, and the shade of Noah, 
Of Moses lawgiver, and of Abraham, who, 
Patriarch, obey'd ; King David hence he bore, 
Israel, his father, sons, with his caress'd 
Bachel, for whom he toil'd so long and sore ; 
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And others many he took, And made them bless'd : 
Prior to these, I wish thee well to know, 
No human spirits gain'd the Heavenly rest." 

We ceas'd not, for his speaking, on to go ; 
Bat pass'd the shades, that clos'd us thick around, 
As crowded trees in a vast forest grow. 

Nor were we much beneath the topmost bound, 
When a flame luminous mine eyes could trace, 
Driving afar the ambient gloom profound. 

Remov'd from it we were some little space, 
Yet still I could in part discover well 
This was the region of an honoured race. 
" thou, whose praise all art and science tell, 
Say, who are these, of so great dignity, 
That, all unlike the rest, apart they dwell." 

And he to me : "Honour's applauding cry, 

That, in thy life, of them speaks loud, and clear, 
Finds grace in Heaven, thus to advance them high." 

As thus he spake, a voice fell on mine ear — 
" Honour the most high Poet ; lo ! his shade, 
Which had departed from us, now draws near." 

After the voice paus'd silent, and was stay'd, 
Four mighty Shades I saw come us toward ; 
Their aspect neither grief nor joy betray'd. 

"Mark him, who beareth in his hand that sword," 
His speech the kindly Master 'gan declare, 
"Before the three who cometh, as their Lord. 

This one is Homer, Poet beyond compare : 
Th' other is Horace, of satiric fame ; 
The third is Ovid : Lucan last is there. 

Since each to me ascrib'd that honour'd name, 
Which all, in unison, did first recite, 
Their own renown they worthily proclaim." 

The beauteous college thus I saw unite 
Of that Lord paramount of loftiest style, 
Who soars above the rest with eagle's flight. 
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Among themselves they parley held awhile ; 

Then turn'd to me with gratulating sign ; 

Whereat well pleas'd my Master deign'd to smile. 
And yet fax greaL honour then was nL : 

For me they added to their company, 

Chosen a sixth in Wisdom's glorious line. 
Thus on we went to the light shining high, 

Speaking of things which best may silence claim, 

As speech was then the most in harmony. 
To a magnific castle's base we came, 

With lofty walls, seven times impaling round ; 

Its moat defensive was a gentle stream. 
With ease we travers'd it, as solid ground ; 

In with these sages by seven gates I went ; 

We reach'd a meadow, with fresh verdure crown'd. 
People were there, with eyes of grave intent ; 

Their every look authority display'd : 

Barely they spake ; and then, with sweet accent. 
Beholding them, a sideway turn we made, 

To an iUumin'd, lofty, open spot, 

Whence all their persons could be well survey'd. 
There, full in view, upon th' enamell'd plot, 

To me were shown the mighty spirits of yore, 

Whom having seen, I boast my happy lot. 
I saw Electra, with her many more ; 

iEneas, Hector, I distinguish'd clear ; 

Arm'd Caesar, with that hawk-eyed look he wore. 
Penthesilea with Camilla near 

I saw ; and seated on the other side 

The Latian king with his Lavinia dear. 
That Brutus, who the Tarquin chas'd, I spied ; 

Lucrece, Cornelia, Martia, Julia, too ; 

And lone apart the Saladin descried. 
Baising mine eyes somewhat for loftier view, 

I saw sit teaching with parental sway 

The Head o'er those who know the good and true : 



CANTO IV. 17 

On him all gaze ; honour to him all pay : 
Both Socrates I saw and Plato here, 
"Who before others near his presence stay. 

Democritus, by chance who all would steer, 
Anaxagoras, Thales, Diogenes, 
Empedocles, Heraclitus, appear, 

With Zeno, and with Dioscorides, 

Herbal collector ; then Orpheus' shade, 
And Tully's, Livy's, Seneca's ; with these 

Euclid and Ptolemy I next survey 'd, 
Galen, Hippocrates, and Avicen, 
Averrhoes, who the great comment made. 

To write in full of all defies my pen : 
Urg'd by a theme so boundless, I avow, 
That language offc comes short of what I've seen. 

The company of six contracts to two : 
Me the wise Guide conducts another way 
From the calm air, to air that thrills with woe : 

I come where all opaque in darkness lay. 
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Thus I descended from the first Hell-zone 

Down to the second, girt in narrower space ; 

Whence pangs more sharp proportionally groan. 
There Minos horrid stands with gnarling face, 

Examines, at the entry, every crime ; 

Dooms and commits, as he his loins may brace. 
I mean, that when the soul, born in ill time, 

Cometh before him, it confesses all ; 

And he, that sin-inquisitor sublime, 
Sees its fit place in Hell, and with his tail 

Circles himself around as many a fold, 

As sinks the grade, to which that soul must fall. 

2 
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Ever before him numbers stand untold : 

Each, in its turn, for judgment draweth nigh ; 
They speak, they hear ; and then beneath are rolTd. 
" thou, that com'st to pain's sad hostelry," 
Said Minos, seeing me, and laying aside 
The act judicial of his charge so high, 
" Mind, how thou enter, and in whom confide : 
Distrust the wideness of the entry-door." 
" And why dost thou, too, cry ? " my Chief replied. 
" Stay not his fated course thy district o'er ; 
Where Sovran Power enforces what it will, 
So it is will'd to be : demand no more." 

Now the sad notes of grief, distinct and shrill, 
First strike upon my hearing : now I'm come, 
Where wailings manifold my senses thrill. 

'Twas to a place, where all was wrapp'd in gloom, 
Which bellows, like the wild tempestuous deep, 
When winds conflicting lash it into foam. 

Th' infernal hurricane, that knows no sleep, 
Propels the spirits with its ruinous force, 
Whirls, smites, torments them, in its reckless sweep. 

When in the front of the split rocks they course, 
'Tis here they shriek, they sore lament, and rave ; 
Here the omnipotence of God they curse. 

I understood a punishment, so grave, 

Carnal delinquents are condemn'd to share, 
Who reason to the power of lust enslave. 

And as their wings, in the cold winter bare, 

Transport the starlings, rang'd in wide-spread train, 
So that rude blast these spirits, here and there, 

Upward and downward, carries far amain : 
No soothing hope for them, in all their days, 
Of respite sweet ; no, nor of lessen'd pain. 

And, as the cranes go chaunting their sad lays, 
Streaking themselves full length athwart the sky ; 
So I beheld, while wailings loud they raise, 
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Shades, drifted by the gusty conflict, fly : 
Then said I : " Master, who are those, unfold, 
Whom the black air torments so furiously ? " 

Thereto said he : " Of all thou dost behold, 
And listest to obtain intelligence, 
The first o'er many tongues did empire hold ; 

To vice luxurious she was so propense, 
That lusting to be legal she decreed, 
To slur and justify her own offence. 

Semiramis is she ; of whom we read, 

She held the land, now by the Soldan sway'd, 
As wife to Ninus, whom she did succeed. 

Th' other is she, that amorous, who betray'd 
Sichaeus dead, and then wrought suicide ; 
Next is voluptuous Cleopatra's shade." 

Helen I saw, the guilty cause, as bride, 
Of such long ills ; the great Achilles, too, 
Who, to the last, battled for love, and died. 

Paris, Tristan, he pointing made me know, 

And more than thousand shades, and gave each name ; 
All reft of life, through love's infuriate glow. 

Now, after I had heard my guide proclaim 
These knights of olden time, and ladies fair, 
Pity almost my wildering sense o'ercame. 
" Fain, Poet, would I speak to yonder pair," 
So I began, " who join in union dear, 
And seem so light to skim the turbid air." 

And he to me : " When they approach more near 
Thou shalt observe ; then pray them by that love, 
Which mutual constrains ; and they'll come here." 

The wind now sways them towards us, and I move 
Instant my voice : " spirits sore distrest, 
Come, speak to us, if none forbid above." 

As through the air doves to the cherish'd nest, 
With wings firm set, and wide expanded, fly, 
By instinct of sweet will borne on, and prest ; 
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So forth went these from Dido's company, 
Coming towards us through the air malign : 
So potent spake the fond impassion'd cry. 
" creature, condescending, and benign, 

To us who comest through the dark blue air, 
Us,; who with blood did th' earth incarnadine, 

If friendly were th' all-ruling King, our prayer 
Should offer'd be, of Him thy peace to implore ; 
Since our despiteful ill thou so dost share. 

Whate'er to hear, and speak, may please thee more, 
That will we hear, that will we speak with you, 
While yet the wind, as now, forbears to roar. 

Seated the land, where first my breath I drew, 
Is, where the Po descends, to gain her rest, 
With the less streams, her train and retinue. 

Love, that on noble hearts is soon imprest, 
Him seiz'd for my fair person, so from me 
Torn, that the wrong still rankles in my breast. 

Love, that no lov'd one suffers cold to be, 

Me seiz'd with joy in him, so strong and dear, 
It never me forsakes, as thou dost see. 

Love led us to one death : our murderer 
Hell waits for, in Caina's lowest bed." 
Such were the words, to us from them brought near. 

After I heard these souls aggrieved, my head 
Adown I bent, and all dejected was ; 
Until, " What thinkest thou ? " the Poet said 

At length I answer'd, and began : " Alas ! 

What thoughts — how sweet — what raptures of desire, 
Allur'd them to the final fatal pass ! " 

Toward them again I turn'd, with wish to inquire ; 
Then said : " In tears my piteous grief o'erflows 
At sight, Francesca, of thy torments dire. 

But tell me, when the first sweet sighs arose, 
The mutual longings, not as yet made known, 
By what, and how, did gracious love disclose ? " 
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And she to me : " Pain greater there is none, 

Than the remembrance of past joys to wake 

In misery : thy Teacher this will own. 
But, if thou dost, so fondly yearning, seek 

Our prime of love — its root, and germ — to hear, 

I'll do, as they, who weep, and, weeping, speak. 
Beading we were, one day, for pastime dear, 

Of Lancelotto, and how love him bound — 

We were alone, and no suspicion near. 
Oft-times that reading did our thoughts confound, 

Our eyes confronted, chang'd our faces' hue ; 

But 'twas a single point infix'd the wound. 
For, when we read, that by this lover true 

Was kiss'd the dimpling smile, desir'd before, 

This one, whom nought shall sever from my view, 
Kiss'd me upon my mouth, trembling all o'er : 

Galeotto was the book — the writer, too — 

In it, that day, we further read no more." 
While as one spirit thus spake, th' other so 

Was weeping, that, from pity's piercing wound, 

I fainted, as in life's expiring throe, 
And fell, as falls a corpse upon the ground. 
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The mind returning, which had inward shrunk 
Before the sufferings of the cognate two, 
That all my soul had so confus'd and sunk, 

New torments, and tormented spirits new, 
On every side, where'er I wondering gaze, 
Where'er I turn, or move me, rise to view. 

Now am I in the third encircling maze 
Of the eternal, curst, cold, heavy rain, 
Ever unchang'd in all its kind, and ways. 
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Thick hail, and water foul, and enow amain 
Down down it pours, athwart the darken'd air : 
Stinks all the ground, where falls the putrid bane. 

Cerberus, a strange fierce monster, in his lair 
Barks, as a dog, with triple throat, uprear'd 
Over the people, who lie weltering there. 

Ked are his eyes, slimy and black his beard, 
The paunch dilated, sharply hook'd the claws, 
He seizes, skins, and mauls the prostrate herd. 

A howling, as of dogs, the deluge draws 

From the curst wretches ; oft they change one side, 
Th' other to screen, and gain a moment's pause. 

The big worm Cerberus, when us he eyed, 
Open'd his mouths, .showing each tusky jaw ; 
Not without quivering could a limb abide. 

My Guide with palms dispread, when this he saw, 
Took of the filthy earth, and cast it down, 
From either fist, the brute's voracious maw. 

As the dog baying craves his meat, but soon, 
The food once tasted, lays all fury by, 
Tugging and fighting only at the bone ; 

So those foul faces calm'd them instantly 
Of the fiend Cerberus, whose thundering roar 
So stuns the souls, that deaf they fain would be. 

We pass'd the rain-tormented phantoms o'er, 
And plac'd our spies their vacancy upon, 
Which semblance of a real body wore. 

All on the earth were lying, except one, 

Who, when he saw us pass in front, his head 
Quick lifted, and he sat him up anon. 
" thou, who through this Hell art drawn," he said, 

" Declare, if able, that thou me dost know ; 
For thou wast made, ere death had me unmade." 

And I to him : " The anguish of thy woe 
So far remembrance of thee may remove, 
As though I never saw thee until now. 
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Bat, tell me who thou art, condemned above 
To place so doleful, and to such a grief, 
That though some greater, none as noisome prove." 

And he to me : " Thy city, where so rife 
Is envy, that the sack overruns with gall, 
Me cherish'd in the clear serene of life. 

Ye burghers me Ciacco, by name, did call : 
Here for the damning sin of gluttony 
Thou seest me pine beneath the drenching fall. 

In solitude — sad soul — I do not lie ; 
For all these shades like punishments consume 
For like offence :" he ended his reply. 
" Ciacco," I answer 'd, " thine heart-rending doom 
Moves me to tears, so sore I feel its weight : 
But say, if able, to what lengths will come 

The citizens of the distracted State ? 
Is there one just man left ? and wherefore, say, 
Such angry discord has besieg'd their gate ? " 

And he to me : " They'll struggle long for sway, 
Then come to blood, and the wild- woodland band 
Th' other with grievous hurt shall drive away. 

Then, ere three years shall have o'erpass'd the land, 
This must succumb, and th' other band surmount, 
Through him, the temporiser, now at hand. 

Long will it elevate the lordly front, 
And galling burdens make its rival feel, 
Howe'er he weep, and gnash, on such account. 

Just there are two ; but vain is their appeal : 
Pride, envy, avarice, are the firebrands three, 
Flaming all hearts against their country's weal." 

His lamentable sound here ended he. 
And I to him : " Fain would I further know, 
And pray thee further parle vouchsafe to me. 

Farinata, Tegghiaio, men so true, 
Arrigo, Busticucci, Mosca, as well, 
Who set their minds right noble deeds to do, 
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Where are they ? and my way to know them, tell : 
For longing is my wish to ascertain 
Whether they joy in Heaven, or pine in Hell." 

And he : " With souls they are of blacker grain : 
A different sin down drags them, low to lie : 
There thou may'st see them, if such depth thou gain. 

Should the sweet world once more salute thine eye, 
I pray thee people there of me remind : 
No more I tell thee, and no more reply." 

His eyes, before fix'd straight, he squint inclin'd ; 
Scann'd me a moment ; and then bow'd his head ; 
And so he prostrate fell, as th' other, blind. 

He wakes no more," to me the Leader said, 
Till, at the Angel's trumpet sound, shall come 
Th' antagonistic Power to judge the dead. 

Each then shall find again the dismal tomb, 
Eecover, with its form, the mortal vest, 
Hear the for-aye-reverberating doom." 

Thus through the foul commixture slow we press'd 
Of spectres, and of rain ; and, as we went, 
Brief of the life to come our thoughts express 'd. 

Wherefore " I said, " Master, this punishment, 
Past the great Sentence, will it fiercer burn ? 
Or, rather, find some less, or cooler, vent ? " 

And he : " To thy Philosophy return : 

As grows a thing more perfect — such her lore — 
Pleasure, or pain, it must the more discern. 

Although this tribe, accurs'd for evermore, 
Can ne'er attain the truly excellent, 
They wait to be more perfect than before." 

Our winding course along that path we bent, 
Discoursing much, beyond what I repeat : 
We reach'd the point, whence slopes thenext descent ; 

There Plutus, the great Enemy, we met* 
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" Pape Satan, Pape Satan, Aleph ! " 

'Gan Plutus with a gabbling voice to cry ; 
And he, who well knew all, that kindly Chief, 

Promptly exclaim'd, my mind to fortify : , 

" Let not thy fear thee harm : whate'er his sway, 
This rock's descent he shall not us deny." 

Then to that high-blown cheek he turn'd straightway, 
And said : " CurBt wolf, be still ; within thee hide 
Thy venom'd spite, and in thy rage decay. 

Our journey to the depth is justified : 
So is it will'd above, where Michael 
Aveng'd the rebel and adulterous pride." 

As canvas, straining with the stormy swell, 

Falls down convolv'd, when splits the yielding mast ; 
So to the ground the rabid monster fell. 

Into the fourth decline 'twas thus we pass'd, 
Still gaining on the lamentable shore, 
That hoards all evil in its concave vast. 

Ah, Justice of the Lord ! Who piles such store 
Of many pangs and new, I witness'd here ? 
And wherefore does our guilt thus maim us sore ? 

As o'er Charybdis waves their summits rear, 
Then break one 'gainst the other, as they meet, 
So here in counter-dance the shades appear. 

Here saw I numbers more than elsewhere great, 
Who shov'd from either side, with howls and pain, 
By labouring strength of chest, the stony weight. 

They dash'd against each other*; then again, 
Eecoiling from the shock, each turn'd his course, 

Bawling : " Why cast away ? " and " Why retain ? " 
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Thus, all, propelling the huge mass by force, 
Travers'd the semi-circle to the end, 
Yelling incessant their reproachful verse ; 

Then wheel'd about, and, at the mid-way bend, 
Turning towards the other list they speed : 
And I, as one, whose heart sharp grief did rend : 
" My Master, what are these, inform me," said; 
" And if all those, whom on our left we view, 
Were Clerics, who display the tonsur'd head." 

And he to me : " These all from judgment true 
In the first life were so distort, that right, 
In their expenditure, they never knew. 

This well is told by their loud bark and fight, 
Oft as they jostle at th' half-circle's bound, 
Where the contrariant sins them disunite. 

These all were Clerks, whose scalps remain uncrown'd, 
With them are Popes and Cardinals, of old, 
In whom th' extreme of avarice is found." 

And I : " My Master, among such a fold 
Some spirits, sure, I well might recognize, 
Who were begrim'd with this same love of gold." 

And he to me : "In vain thou dost devise : 
The sottish life, that so deform'd them there, 
Is now from recognition their disguise. 

They shall for ever in this shock and jar 
Go butting, and shall rise at the last Day, 
These with clench'd fist, and these despoil'd of hair. 

Hoarding and waste from them has snatch'd away 
The world's fair heritage, and in this fight 
Fix'd them : nor need I more their strife pourtray. 

Son, thou canst now discern the brief deceit 
Of the vain goods, consign'd to Fortune's will, 
For which men scuffle with intestine spite. 

For all the gold, that was, that is now still, 
Beneath the moon, could never with repose 
One single of these wearied spirits fill." 
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" Master," I said, " what is she, pray, disclose — 
This Fortune, unto which thy words allude, 
Who worldly goods so clutches, and bestows ? " 

Then he : "0 creatures, deep with folly imbued, 
What spells of ignorance your minds enthrall ! 
Listen, and take my speech as children's food. 

He, whose high Wisdom far surpasses all, 
The heavens created, and to them, as guide, 
Gave the Angelic powers ; that light might fall 

Equal, on every sphere, at proper tide : 
An Agent He ordain'd, with like intent, 
To rule the worldly splendours, and divide ; 

That earth's vain goods, by this arbitrament, 
From realm to realm, from kin to kin, might pass ; 
Nor human wit be able to prevent. 

'Tis hence, that rises into power one race, 
Declines another ; following close her mind, 
Who works concealed like serpent in the grass. 

Your wisdom is no match her power to bind : 
She frames, enacts, and executes her laws, 
As th' other gods perform their tasks assigned. 

Her transfers never know what 'tis to pause ; 
Necessity accelerates her pace ; 
So frequent comes what some new change must cause. 

This, this is she, expos 'd to such disgrace, 
Ay, and by those, who censure her amiss, 
Whom duty rather calls to sound her praise. 

Yet is she Blessed still, nor heareth this : 
With th' other Primal Creatures, fresh and gay, 
* She rolls her orb, and joys in all her bliss. 

But down to greater woes let's bend our way : 
Each star, when I came forth, that mounting shone, 
Now falls, and time forbids protracted stay." 

To gain the other bank we cross'd the zone, 
Above a spring, whose waters boiling flow, 
And, through a cleft they make, beneath are thrown. 
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No purple e'er displayed so dark a show ; 
Escorted by the sable stream at hand, 
We by a pathway strange came down below. 

Into a pool, nam'd Styx, the waves expand 
Of this sad rivulet, in her descent, 
When reach'd the foot of the pale barren strand. 

Then I, on gazing round me full intent, 
In the low swamp a mudded people saw, 
All naked, looking chaf d, and violent. 

One th' other smote, and, as I mark'd with awe, 
With hand not only, but feet, chest, and head, 
And piecemeal rent with mutilating jaw. 
" Son, now behold," the gentle Master said, 

" The souls of those, whom anger has subdued : 
And I would have thee sure believe, this bed 

Beneath the water holds a multitude, 

Who sobbing raise those bubbles in the air, 
Thine eye reports, o'er all the peopled flood. 

Fix'd in the muck, they say : * Gloomy we were 
Once in th' all-cheering sun's delicious clime, 
Harbouring the slow dull fumes of spleen and care : 

Gloomy we now fret in this inky slime.' 
Powerless to speak, articulating clear, 
They gurgle in the throat this dismal chime." 

A circuit large thus of the filthy mere, 

'Twixt the dry bank and rotting bog we made, 
Still looking where the gorg'd with mud appear : 

Beneath a tower our feet at last we stay'd. 
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I prosecute my theme : some good time, ere 
Of the high tower we reach'd the moated base, 
Our eyes were lifted to its summit, where 

We saw two flamelets set ; another place, 
With these to correspond, a sign display'd, 
Yet so far distant that we scarce could trace. 

Turning to wisdom's vasty deep, I said : 

"What speaks this light ? yon other light, beside — 
Its answer what ? and who the signal made ? " 

And he to me : " Now o'er the dingy tide 
What they avise of thou may'st well descry, 
Unless the marish fuming vapour hide. " 

String of a bow did never arrow ply, 
The nimble air that travers'd so in haste, 
As I beheld, thereon, a shallop fly, 

And through the water now approach us fast. 
'Twas govern'd by a single ferryman, 
Who cried : " What ! cruel soul, art come at last ? " 
" Phlegyas, Phlegyas," my Lord replied, " in vain 
Thy clamour for this once ; for thou shalt ne'er, 
Save in this transport, ever us obtain. " 

As he, who comes some grievous cheat to hear 
Practis'd upon him, frets in dismal plight, 
* Such, all in anger, Phlegyas did appear. 

My Chief stepp'd down into the pinnace light, 
And made me follow : when I enter'd, then 
Burden'd it seem'd to groan beneath the weight. 

Both thus embark'd, across the watery fen 
Ploughing the waves on went the antique prow, 
With furrows deeper than its wont had been. 
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While the dead channel we were running through, 
One drench'd in mud rose up before me plain, 
And said : " Who, coming ere thy time, art thou ? " 
" An if I come, yet 'tis not to remain ; 

But who art thou, so foul'd ? " I answer made : 
" See," he replied, " I'm one, who weeps in pain. " 

And I to him : " Weep on, accursed shade, 
And in thy lamentations aye abide : 
I know thee well, though all in filth array'd. " 

Then both his hands he stretch'd the boat aside, 
But these my wary Master quick repress'd, 
Saying : " Away ; with th' other dogs go hide." 

My neck he now with folding arms caress'd ; 
He kiss'd my face, and said : " For ever be, 
Disdainful soul, the womb, that bare thee, Bless'd ! 

This, in the world, was proud beyond degree ; 
No good survives, his memory to adorn ; 
So here his shade infuriate thus we see. 

How many, there above, as Royal born, 

Boast them, who here, like swine, in filth shall lie, 
Leaving behind them shame, and horrid scorn ! " 
" 'Twould vastly please me, Master," then said I, 
" To see him sous'd in this vile slush below, 
Before we quit the lake, and farther hie." 

He answer'd : " Ere the shore, to which we go, 
Appear, shall be accomplish'd thy desire ; 
It shall befit thee well such joy to know." 

Nor long the interval ; with onset dire 
I saw the miry tribes so on him fall, 
That God I thank, and still his grace admire. 
" Down with Filippo Argenti," cried they all : 
The Florentine mad spirit, for despite, 
Turn'd on himself his teeth, to gnash and maul. 

We left him there ; no more of him I write : 
But a loud wailing pierc'd my frighted ear ; 
Wherefore I forward strain'd my unbarr'd sight. 
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" Now, son," the Master said, " will soon appear 
The city nam'd of Dis, with its vast band, 
Its burghers, heavier loads of guilt who bear." 
And I : " Already in the deep- sunk land, 
Master, its mosque-like buildings I descry ; 
As rising out of fire, they crimson'd stand." 
" The fire unquenchable," was his reply, 
" Heated within, evolves the ruddy glow ; 
As in this nether Hell it strikes thine eye." 
We enter'd, yet, the trenches dug below, 
Moating around that region of despair : 
The walls of iron seem'd, so stout their show. 
Not without long circuiting we there 
Arriv'd, when lustily the boatman cried : 
" Now disembark : this is the landing stair." 
High on the gates innumerous fiends I spied 
Fallen, rain'd down from Heaven ; enrag'd they said : 
" And who is this, that hath our power defied, 
Venturing, not dead, Death's empire to invade ? " 
His wish to treat with them in secrecy 
My prudent Master, by a sign, convey'd. 
Their huge disdain then cast they somewhat by : 
" Come singly thou," they said, " let him be gone, 
So daring thus within our realms to pry. 
By his fool's path let him go back alone : 
Try, if he know the way : here thou shalt stay, 
The land of darkness who to him hast shown." 
Think, Eeader, think, whether I felt dismay, 
As the curst words were sounding in mine ear ; 
No hope was left of my return that way. 
" thou, who many times, my Leader dear, 
With seasonable help hast me supplied, 
When peril sore oppos'd me, gathering near ; 
Leave me not wretched, thus undone," I cried : 
" Together let us quick our steps retrace, 
If progress further is to me denied." 
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And he, my Guide to this terrific place, 

Answer'd : " Fear not ; for nothing fcan impede 
Our entry : such to us the grant of grace. 

Await me here, and thy faint spirit feed 
With comfortable hope ; because below 
I never will forsake thee in thy need." 

Thus leaves me the fond father, thence to go ; 
And I forlorn remain ; while doubt and dread 
Combat my mind between the " ay" and " no." 

I could not hear what terms he proffered : 
But short his tarrying, when, as in a race, 
They all again back to the city fled. 

With hostile force against my Master's face 
The gates they clos'd : excluded thus he stood ; 
Then toward me turn'd with slow reluctant pace. 

His eyes were sunk ; upon his brow he show'd 
All boldness gone : by sighs he seem'd to say, 
" Who hath denied me sorrow's dread abode ? " 

And then to me : " Yield thou to no dismay, 
For this mine anger : yet I'll win the prize, 
Whate'er combine within to bar the way. 

This insolence of theirs is no surprise : 
'Twas shown before at a less secret gate, 
Which ever from that time unbolted lies. 

O'er it thou saw'st the deadly scroll of fate, 
Whence, from this side, cometh, the rude steep down, 
One, unescorted through the zones, so great, 

The city shall, for him, be open thrown." 
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That outward hue, ignoble fear had trac'd, 
When thus returning back my Guide I found, 
The sooner his new colour from him chas'd. 

Attent he paus'd, as if to catch a sound ; 
Because his eyesight fail'd to lead him far 
Through the black air, and folded mist around. 
" Yet, sure, 'tis ours to triumph in this war," 

Began he : " otherwise • . yet such high aid — 
Oh, how time paces slow, till he appear 1 " 

I took good notice that he over-laid 
His first expression with a second thought, 
Quite opposite to what before he said. 

But, not the less, his words within me wrought 
Terror ; for, haply, in a sense more ill, 
Than what he meant, I read the words cut short, 
" Say, from the depth of this sad spiry shell 
Descendeth ever one from that first zone, 
Where pain is none, save without hope to dwell." 

This question I propos'd, " 'Tis rare, I own," 
" This happens," he replied; " among us, few 
Traverse the path, which now I venture down. 

Once, aforetime, I journey'd here, 'tis true ; 
Conjur'd by dire Erictho's sorceries, 
Who to their bodies call'd the ghosts anew. 

Brief-while I had put off my mortal guise, 
When me she made enter within that cell, 
A spirit thence to fetch, where Judas lies. 

That is the nethermost and darkest Hell, 
The most remote from Heav'n's all-moving sphere : 
The way I know : therefore, thy fears expel. 

8 
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This pool, whose mighty stench corrupts the air, 
Begirds the city, with all grief oppress**! : 
Nor without conflict can we enter there." 

And more he said ; but I forget the rest ; 

For now mine eye had turn'd its whole regard 
Toward the high tower of the red flaming crest. 

Three Hellish Furies, sudden there uprear'd, 
Distain'd with blood, I saw : their limbs and mien 
Such, as denote the female sex, appear'd. 

With hydras they were girt of darkest green ; 
Aspicks and serpents horn'd they wore for hair ; 
And bound with these their horrid brows were seen. 

And he, full well who knew they handmaids were 
Of the great Queen of everlasting woe, 

" Lo ! " said to me, " the fierce Erinnyes there ! 

This on the left Megaera ; Alecto, 

That on the right, dissolv'd in tears, behold ; 
And mark Tisiphone between the two." 

He ceas'd : each ploughed her breast with talons bold ; 
Themselves they smote, and shriek'd so loud, the tone 
Drew me the Poet near for safer hold. 
" Medusa, come ! We so will make him stone : 
'Twas ill we suffer'd without full reprise 
Theseus' assault," they cried, all looking down. 
" Turn, turn thee back, close cover'd keep thine eyes :. 
If to thy view the Gorgon be display'd, 
All hope is gone that hence we shall arise." 

The Master turn'd me round, these words when said : • 
Nor yet content ; for, as distrusting me, 
His hands o'er mine he plac'd, for double shade. 

ye, whose intellects are sound, descry 
The doctrine, which herein itself doth hide, 
And 'neath the veil of song mysterious lie ! 

And now already on the ruffled tide 

Game crashing a rude noise, so dread to hear, 
That both the shores quak'd, as if terrified : 
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Much like a wind, uncheck'd in its career, 
By adverse heated air more furious made, 
That smites the forest, and brings havoc drear 

On branches, flowers, and all the prostrate glade : 
Then, roll'd in dust, pursues its lordly way — 
The wild beasts scud, the shepherds fly dismay'd. 

He freed my sight, and said : " Thy visual ray 
Now to that hoary scum impure apply, 
Where thickest smoke invests the surface grey." 

As, when their foe, the water snake, is nigh, 
Frogs, one and all, make sure their far retreat ; 
Nor stop, till each squats on the margin dry ; 

More than a thousand undone spirits fleet 
So saw I before one, the ford who near'd 
Of Styx, and pass'd it with unwetted feet. 

That clogging vapour from his brow he olear'd, 
Waving his left hand often to and fro ; 
And only by that pain oppressed appear'd. 

Right well I knew him Heavenly-sent ; and so 
Turn'd to the Master, who by sign made known 
That I should silent wait, and reverent bow. 

Ah, in his look what full disdain was shown ! 
The gate he reach'd : at touch of his light rod 
Open it flew : all hindrance now was gone. 
" race despis'd and alienate from God, 
This arrogancy whence, ye foster so ? " 
He 'gan, when on the horrid sill he stood. 
" Why kick ye thus, with such tumultuous show, 
Against that Sovereign Will that ne'er can fail, 
And which, times oft, has multiplied your woe ? 

What can your butting 'gainst the Fates avail ? 
Your Cerberus bears, for this, still peel'd, and sore, 
The chin and throat, if ye remember well." 

He turn'd him then the track polluted o'er, 
Nor with us parley'd ; but appear'd, as one, 
By other care perplex'd, and goaded more, 
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Than by the person, that he looks upon : 
We, by the sacred words now render'd bold, 
Towards the fort and city speeded on. 

Within we enter'd free, and uncontroll'd ; 

And I, who knowledge of their state would win, 
Whom such terrific walls imprison'd hold, 

When enter'd, my survey at once begin ; 
And a champaign I see, spread all around ; 
Teeming with griefs, and penal pains of sin. 

As where, at Aries, the stagnant Bhone is found ; 
And as at Pola, the Quarnaro by, 
The key of Italy and its watery bound, 

Sepulchral mounds make all the surface lie 
Uneven, so 'twas here on ev'ry side, 
Save that the fashion more did terrify : 

For flames betwixt the tombs were scattered wide, 
Pervading thence with such a candent glow, 
Iron more hot no craft need e'er provide. 

Their lids were all uplift ; such groans of woe 
Issued from th' undervaults, and fill'd the air, 
As well to speak the pangs endur'd below. 

And I : " My Master, who are these, declare, 
That, buried in those chests, by fire consum'd, 
Vent, to be heard, such accents of despair ? " 

And he to me : " Arch-heretics are doom'd, 
Here, with their several sectaries, to lie : 
More than thou thinkest are the souls entomb'd. 

Here buried, like with like keeps company : 
And more, or less, the graves intensely burn." 
'Tween them we pass'd and the walls terrac'd high, 

When to the right we first had made a turn. 
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Now pass we on by a straight path confin'd 
Between the walls, and fierce tormenting glow ; 
My Master first ; I, following behind. 
" sovran Virtue, that dost wheel me through 
The zones of sin, as pleaseth thee," I said ; 

" Speak, and supply what much I fain would know. 

The tribes, who lie within this cemetery — 
May they be seen ? E'en now, of every cell 
The lids are rais'd, and guardian none is nigh." 

And he to me : " All shall be fasten'd well, 
When sentenc'd from Jehosaphat they come 
Here, with the flesh wherein they us'd to dwell. 

On this side Epicurus has his tomb, 
And with him all his followers, who profess'd 
That souls with bodies share a common doom. 

Therefore thy question, openly express'd, 
Here soon shall answer find ; and that, beside, 
Which silently thou hast from me suppress'd." 
" Kind Leader, not from thee my heart I hide, 
Save only to abbreviate what I say ; 
And thou hast so dispos'd me," I replied. 
" Tuscan, who alive dost wend thy way 

Through the Fire-city, thus discoursing fair, 
Be it thy pleasure at this place to stay. 

The accent of thy voice bespeaks thee clear 
Of that right-noble country native sprung, 
To which, it may be, I was too severe " 

Forth from a vault, the sepulchres among, 

Came suddenly these words ; whereat, more nigh 
In fear I drew me to my Guide, and clung. 
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" Turn thee about ! What doest thou ? " said he : 

" Ris'n, of himself, lo ! Farinata's shade ; 
Him from the waist all upward thou shalt see." 

Already on his look mine own was stay'd ; 
And he was rearing high his face and breast, 
As one, who mighty scorn of Hell display'd. 

The Guide me then towards him forward press 'd 
Betwixt the tombs with both hands lustily, 
Saying : " Let now thy words be brief express'd." 

When the grave's foot I reach'd, he kept his eye 
Fix'd on me for small space ; then 'gan inquire, 
As in disdain, " Who were thine ancestry ? " 

I, wishing well to answer his desire, 

Told him in full, and nothing left conceal'd : 
His eyebrows then he lifted somewhat higher, 

And said : " Their hearts with rancour fierce were steel'd 
'Gainst me, and my progenitors, and clan ; 
So twice I chas'd them in the battle-field." 
" Yet both times they return'd, if then they ran, 
Rallying from every point," I answer made ; 
" But yours have not well learnt that art and plan." 

Then, alongside him, rose in view a shade, 
Down to the chin apparent ; seemingly 
Upon its knees it lifted was, and stay'd. 

It pried around me with a searching eye, 
To know, if there I came accompanied : 
But, when it saw, for sure, none other nigh, 

With tears it said : " If noble genius guide 

Thy journey through this dungeon dark forlorn, 
My son — where is he ? why not at thy side ? " 

Then I : " Not of myself, but hither borne 
By him I come, my Leader waiting here ; 
Whom, it may be, your Guido had in scorn." 

His words, and mode of punishment severe, 
Taught me already who he was to know : 
Therefore my answer spake so full and clear. 
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Quick springing to his feet, he clamour'd : " How ? 
Say'st thou he had ? His life then — is it o'er ? 
No longer strikes his eye the sun's sweet glow ? " 

When he perceiv'd me hesitate, before 
Answer I gave, o'erpower'd by the delay 
Supine he dropt, and rose to sight no more. 

But he, that one magnanimous, my stay 
Who sought, no change in look exhibited ; 
Nor mov'd his neck, nor turn'd himself away. 
" And if," resuming what before was said, 

" Mine have so ill contriv'd that art to learn, 
It racks me more with torture than this bed. 

Yet, ere rekindled fifty times shall burn 
The pallid face of Hell's imperial Queen, 
That art shalt thou, in all its weight, discern. - 

May the sweet world again by thee be seen, 
As now thou tell'st me, why that people show 
'Gainst mine, in every law, such impious spleen." 

Then I : " The carnage and the bloody flow, 
That made discolour'd Arbia run in red, 
Lifts in our shrine such orison of woe." 

Then he, but sighing first he shook his head : 
" Alone I was not there ; the slaughtering throng 
Nor, sure, without a cause, would I have led ; 

But there I was alone, the Chiefs among, 
When all consented Florence to destroy, 
Who, face to face, defended her from wrong." 
" So may your progeny repose enjoy," 

I then besought him, " as you now untie 
The knot, whose tangles here my mind annoy. 

If I hear rightly, it appears, you spy 
Beforehand what futurity will show ; 
While of the present you can nought descry." 
" Like one of a defective sight, we know 

Things from ourselves remote ; such light of grace 
On us," he said, " the Lord doth yet bestow. 
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When they are near, or present, them we trace 
No more ; and, save what others may relate, 
Nothing we know of all your human race. 

Hence thou mayst understand our hopeless state ? 
Because our knowledge will be lost, and dead, 
When, once for all, is clos'd the future's gate." 

Then, conscience-smitten for my fault, I said : 
" Then tell, I pray thee, that sunk shade distress'd 
His son yet lives ; and, if I first was led 

In silence to receive his fond request, 

Inform him, why it was ; for then my mind 
Was by that error, you have solv'd, oppress'd." 

E'en now the Master caU'd me from behind ; 
Whereat I speedier urg'd the spirit to tell, 
What shades were with him in the vaults confin'd. 

He said : " With more than thousands here I dwell : 
The Second Frederick within is mew'd, 
The Cardinal, too : the rest let silence veil." 

So vanish'd he ; and I in pensive mood 
Eejoin'd the ancient Poet, much intent 
On that discourse, which ill me seem'd to brood* 

Onward he mov'd, and ask'd me, as we went, 
" Why in thy thoughts art thou so lost ? " and I 
To his inquiring wish gave full content. 
" The words, presaging ill, let memory 

Fast hold ;" thus spake the Sage with grave command : 
" And mark me here " — he rais'd his finger high — 
" When thou before her radiance sweet shalt stand. 

Whose beauteous eye sees all things, thou shalt know 
From her what way thy pilgrim-life is plann'd." 

Then to the left he turn'd his feet to go : 
Quitting the wall we towards the middle mov'd, . 
Our path a valley entering : from below 

The stench, up-steaming high, we sorely prov'd. 
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On the far edge of an embankment steep 
Of shattered stones, circuitously laid, 
We came above a more tormented heap. 

And here, because of the dire stench, convey'd 
By vapours from th' abyss deep sunk and foul, 
We wended towards it underneath the shade 

Of a great tomb ; whereon I saw this scroll, 
" Pope Anastasius I keep below : 
Photinus from the truth seduc'd his soul." 
" Here our descent must needs be stay'd and slow, 
That sense may learn to bear the sickening breeze ; 
Then, afterwards, its power we less shall know." 

The Master thus ; to whom I said : " Devise, 
How best from loss we save the time between." 
" I was for this providing," he replies. 
" My son, these rocky boundaries within," 

His speech began ; " there are less Circles three, 
Grade after grade succeeding, like those seen. 

With spirits accurs'd they all replenish'd be ; 
But how and wherefore thus compacted, learn, 
That hence their view alone suffice for thee. 

Of Malice all, which wrath in heaven does earn, 
The end is injury ; and all such end 
By Violence, or Fraud, makes others mourn. 

But frauds, to man as proper, God offend 
The most ; and hence the fraudulent are found 
Beneath ; and pains more strong their bosoms rend. 

The violent possess the entire First Round : 
But, since three persons suffer such offence, 
This in three rings, concentrical, is bound. 
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'Gainst God, one's self, one's neighbour, violence 
May be ; 'gainst them, I mean, and what they have ; 
As thou shalt learn from clearest evidence. 

By force we others may of life bereave, 
Or sorely wound ; and in their property 
By waste, extortion, burning, them aggrieve. 

Hence murderers, those, who strike malignantly, 
Spoilers and robbers the first Circling maze 
Torments, as in their several ranks they lie. 

Man on himself a violent hand may raise, 
Or on his goods ; and, therefore, for such ill, 
He in the Second Bound his hopeless days, 

Beyond repentance, spends, who self does kill ; 
Who gambles, who his substance turns to loss, 
And sorrows there, where joy the soul should fill. 

Man 'gainst the Deity may offer force, 
Denying and blaspheming Him in heart,. 
Or spurning nature, and her bounteous course, 

And hence the Circle of the narrowest part, 
Marks Sodom and Cahdrs with branding stain ; 
And all the scorners, who from God depart. 

Fraud, of the guilty conscience gnawing pain, 
'Gainst those is practis'd, who in us confide ; 
And those, who no such confidence maintain. 

This latter mode appeareth to divide 
The loving bonds of nature's social ties : 
Hence, nested in the Second Circle abide 

Dissimulation, witchcraft, flatteries, 

Theft, falsehood, simony, and the vile set 
Of panders, barterers, and such draff as these. 

In th' other mode, men both the love forget 

Which Nature breeds, that love still stronger, too, 
Which faith implicit serveth to beget. 

Hence in the smallest zone of all below — 
The centre of the world, the seat of Dis — 
Betrayers are consum'd in endless woe." 



CANTO XL 43 

And I : " Most clear thy reasoning, Master, is, 
And faithfully discriminates, as well, 
The quarters, and the tribes of this abyss. 

But, tell me, those, who in the mud-fat dwell, 

Those, whom the whirlwind drives, those, whom the rain 
Buffets, and those, who tilt with such fierce yell — 

Why punish'd are they not in the domain 
Of the Fire-city, under wrath Divine 
If lying : and, if not, then why their pain ? " 

And he to me : " And why doth so decline, 
Far from its wont, thy strange bewilder'd mind ? 
Or, what misleads it in a devious line ? 

And dost thou then forget, where 'tis defin'd 
In thy dear ' Ethicks,' how they clear explain 
The Heaven-forbidden tempers, — three in kind — 

Incontinence, and Malice, and th' insane 
Bestiality ; and how the first offends 
God less, and so less censure does obtain. 

Ponder this sentence well, what it intends ; 
And then remember who, up yonder, pay 
The forfeit of their guilt with such amends ; 

Then shalt thou see wherefore remov'd are they 
Far from these felons ; and with stroke more light 
Why, anger'd less, God's justice them does bray." 
14 Sun, thou healer of the turbid sight, 
Thy clear elucidations charm me so, 
That doubt, no less than knowledge, yields delight ; 

Yet turn," I said, " short space, and thither go, 
Where thou didst state that usury is sin 
Against God's bounty, and the knot undo." 
" Philosophy to those, who wisdom win, 

Confirms," he answer'd, " this in many a part ; 
That Nature loves her method to begin 

From th' Intellect Divine, and from its Art. 
Consult thy ' Physicks ;' therein thou shalt find, 
If thou hast got the lesson well by heart, 
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That, as the pupil heeds his master kind, 
So, to the best it can, your Art keeps pace 
Still with the leadings of the chiefest mind. 

As if God's grand-child : recollect the place, 
Where early in Genesis, 'tis writ, that man, 
By both must live, and multiply his race. 

The usurer pursues a different plan ; 
And so, boon Nature, and her handmaid Art, 
He spurns, since elsewhere plac'd his hope to gain. 

Me follow now ; it likes me to depart ; 
For on th' horizon bright the Fishes leap, 
And all the Wain drives to the north-west part ; 

And, down far yonder, we descend the steep." 
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Alpine the steep of our descent, and where, 
By reason of an object dread to see, 
None willingly the dangerous pass would dare. 

The land-slip such, which struck the Adige, 
And sidelong shov'd its bank, on this side Trent, 
From quake, or subsidence, of earth, may be : 

For, from the headland, whence it fell, the rent , 
Down to the plain is all so rudely torn, 
As scarce to leave a passage for descent ; 

Such now the chasm, down which our steps were borne, 
And, on the summit of the shatter 'd jaw, 
Was lying outstretch'd Crete's infamy and scorn, 

Of the false cow conceiv'd : when us he saw, 
Straight he began, like one, whom inwardly 
Fierce rage consumes, his flesh to bite and gnaw. 

My Sage cried towards him : " In thy fantasy, 
Belike, thou deemest here th' Athenian Duke, 
Who kill'd thee in the world beneath the sky ? 
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Begone, thou, monster, quick, at my rebuke : 
Not by thy sister taught he comes below ; 
But here is passing, on your pains to look." 

As the fierce bull broke loose, the mortal blow 
That moment when receiv'd, with staggering frame, 
Unable to advance, skips to and fro ; 

The Minotaur I saw now do the same : 
The wary Chief cried : " To the passage haste, 
So to get down, ere cools the madding flame." 

Thus made we our descent along the waste 
Of those loose stones, that oft beneath my tread 
Felt the new weight, and tilted, as I pass'd. 

In a deep muse I walk'd : " Perhaps," he said, 
" Thou thinkest of the breach, whose warder fell, 
That bestial fury, I have quench'd as dead. 

Now know, to this profundity of Hell, 
When th' other time I went descending here, 
This cliff not yet was launch'd into the dell. 

But true it is, if I distinguish clear, 
That shortly ere His advent, who the prey 
Of the First Circle snatch'd from Lucifer, 

The whole of this foul valley with dismay 
So trembled, that I deem'd with Heavenly Love, 
The Universe all mov'd ; and hence some say 

That Chaos oft the world has had to prove : 
Then here, and elsewhere, with so strange divorce 
This ancient rock fell headlong from above. 

But gaze upon the valley ; for her course 
There the Blood-Biver rolls along the plain ; 
In which they boil, who others wrong'd by force." 

blind cupidity ! rage insane ! 

That so, in this short life, dost goad us on, 
And then so drown us in eternal pain I 

1 saw a fosse, curv'd like a bow, as one, 

The plain entire meant by its breadth to embrace, 
Already as my Guide to me had shown. 
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Centaurs were running o'er the middle space, 
With arrows arm'd, in one continuous line ; 
As hunters on the earth are wont to chase. 

They halted, noting us on the decline ; 
And forward three came of their company, 
With store of bows, and choice of javelin. 

One cried from far : " Say, to what agony 

Go ye, who there descend the mountain brow ? 
Tell it from thence ; if not, mine arrows fly." 

My Master said : " To Chiron, when below, 
Who standeth there, our answer we will make : 
Your will so rash has ever prov'd your woe." 

He touch'd me, and said, " 'Tis he, for the dear sake 
Who of the fair Deianira died — 
Nessus — his own revenge himself did take. 

See, in the midst, the young Achilles' guide — 
Chiron the great : he stoops in muse profound, 
With Pholus, once so wrathful, at his side." 

They troop, a countless herd, the fosse around, 
Shooting to pierce whatever spirit they view 
Boot himself out, beyond his penal bound. 

Near to these nimble-footed beasts we drew : 
Chiron an arrow seiz'd ; his matted beard 
Behind his jaws back with the notch he threw, 

When thus, for speech, his mighty mouth was clear'd, 
" Have you observ'd," he to his comrades said, 
" That what the hind-one treads upon is stirr'd ? 

Not thus to step are wont the roaming dead : " 
And my good Guide, his breast who now stood by, 
Where the two natures in his body wed, 

Beplied : "He lives indeed ; and none, but I, 
Must show him the dread vale, of light bereft ; 
Compell'd he thither goes, and not for joy. 

'Twas one, who songs of ' Hallelujah ' left, 
In trust who gave me this new task untried : 
No robber he ; nor I condemn'd for theft. 
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But, by that power, in heaven Beatified, 
Through which so wild a way I traverse, spare 
One of thy company, to be our guide ; 

To point where lies the ford, and safely bear 
Him over on his back ; for, as thou seest, 
He's not a spirit, that can float in air." 

Then Chiron bent him round on his right breast, 
And said to Nessus : " Turn, as their escort, 
And scare, if any troop should them molest.'* 

Thus by the trusty guide we safe were brought 
Along the brink of the red boiling surge, 
With the loud yells of scalding sinners fraught. 

People I saw, steep'd to the eyebrow's verge : 

" Lo ! these are tyrants," the huge Centaur said, 
" Dealers in blood and spoil, a nation's scourge. 

Their heartless wrongs they rue, thus sore bested : 
There's Alexander ; Dionysius there, 
Through whom so long wept Sicily, and bled. 

And he, whose brow so shades the dark black hair, 
Is Azzolin ; that other, too, behold, 
Obizzo of Este, with a front more fair, 

Kill'd by his stepson — let the truth be told." 
Then turn'd I to the Poet ; and he spake : 
" Now he the first, the second place I'll hold." 

Ere long the Centaur stopp'd, a pause to make, 
Hard by a people to the throat uprear'd, 
Above the surface of the simmering lake. 

A solitary shade, who thus appear'd, 
He show'd us, saying : " This, in God's own breast, 
Transfix'd the heart, still on the Thames rever'd." 

Then saw I some, who head ; some, all the chest 
And trunk who rais'd above the river low ; 
And knowledge of great numbers I possess'd. 

Thus ebb'd that blood, lessening with gradual flow, 
Till but the feet it cover'd near the sand : 
Here lay the ford, by which we had to go. 
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" Just as thou seest on this side of the strand 
The seething spring sinks shallow, so believe," 
The Centaur said, " that on the other hand 

From deeper bed her gory waters heave, 
Upswelling more and more ; till she regains 
The point, where tyranny is doom'd to grieve. 

Justice Divine chastises here with pains 
That Attila, a scourge to mortals sent, 
Pyrrhus, and Sextus : tears it ever strains, 

Which through the boiling heat obtain a vent, 
From the two Einiers, bloody partners, who 
Their lives in warring on the high- ways spent." 

Then turning back he pass'd the ford anew. 



■*o»- 



CANTO XIII. 

Not yet had Nessus reach'd the other side 
Of the Eed-Eiver, when a woodland drear 
We enter'd, void of path to serve as guide. 

No branches smooth, but gnarl'd and bent, were here ; 
No verdant leaves, but all of sombre stain ; 
No fruits, but stubs of poison rank appear. 

Brushwood so sharp, so tangled, ne'er did gain, 
'Tween Cecina and Corneto, regions wild, 
Those savage beasts, that hate the cultur'd plain. 

Here their foul nests the ugly Harpies build, 
Who from the Strophades the Trojans drove, 
With sad presage of sorrows unfulfill'd. 

Wide wings they have ; human their shape above ; 
Their feet sharp claws, their big paunch feathers show ; 
With dreary moans they haunt the mystick grove. 

And the kind Master 'gan address me: ^ Know, 
Ere thou proceed, that to the Second Eound 
Thou art arriv'd, and in it thou shalt go, 
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Until thou reach, where horrid sands abound : 

Therefore observe ; and things thou sure wilt see, 

Which to my Poem's credit shall redound." 
I heard loud groans of pain from every tree ; 

Yet sufferer saw I none : all in surprise 

I stopp'd me short at this new mystery. 
Methinks, he thought it to be my surmise, 

That from some people, who were there, through dread 

Of us, conceal'd, such voices did arise. 
" From any of these plants," he therefore said, 

" An if thou pluck a twig, thy thoughts shall end 

Defective all, as of vain fancy bred." 
My hand some little forth I then extend ; 

From a big thorn I pull a tiny bough ; 

Its trunk exclaim'd : " Me wherefore dost thou rend ? " 
Again, when darken'd with the gory flow, 

It rais'd the piteous cry : " Why dost me tear ? 

Hast thou no heart to sympathize, with woe ? 
Men we were once, but turn'd to plants we are ; 

Had we been souls of viperous brood and make, 

Thy hatod might well have shown more tender care." 
As, lighted at one end, the sapling stake 

Sighs from the other, through the moist green wood, 

And hisses with the wind, that finds its break ; 
So now forth came co-mingled words and blood 

From the bare gap : the slip with instant fear 

I dropp'd, and like a man, who shudders, stood. 
My Sage replied : " wounded spirit, hear ; 

If he could well have credited before 

What only in my song he saw so clear, 
Ne'er would his hand have ris'n, thy branch to gore : 

Thy state incredible, unless by sense, 

I mov'd him to the act, I now deplore. 
But tell him, who thou wast ; that he, from hence 

Back to the world, by leave, returning, may 

Revive thy fame, as some small recompence." 

4 
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And the trunk said : " The charm thy words convey 
Forbids me silence : let it not displease, 
If, thus allur'd, I more proceed to say. 

Know, I am he,- who guarded both the keys 
Of Frederick's heart : and them I knew to move, 
In locking and unlocking, with such ease, 

All others from his trust I well-nigh drove : 
My glorious function I did so maintain, 
That to my life I made it fatal prove. 

The harlot, who has ne'er her lewd eyes ta'en 
From Caesar's hostel, and Imperial hall, 
Envy, the vice of courts, and deadly bane, 

Fir'd every heart against me, to my fall ; 
The fir'd ones, Frederick fir'd to such degree, 
My honours glad were chang'd to death's sad pall. 

My soul, that hop'd by death disdain to flee, 
Onward impell'd in its disdainful mood, 
Against myself, when just, unjust made me. 

By the new roots, that prop this penal wood, 
I swear to my most worthy Sovereign 
My fealty unbroken always stood. 

Of you, if either see the world again, 
Lift up, I pray, my memory, that low 
E'er since beneath th' invidious stab has lain." 

He paus'd ; the Poet then to me : " Since now 
Silent he waits, lose not th' occasion fair ; 
But speak ; demand, if more thou seek'st to know." 

Then I to him : " Ask further thou whate'er 

Thou deem'st, in hearing, would content me well ; 
Such pity rives my heart, I must forbear." 

Then he resum'd : " So may this man fulfil 
Unhinder'd thy request, as thee it please, 
Incarcerated spirit, us to tell, 

How in the fibres of these knotty trees 

The soul gets bound ; and, if thou may'st, explain, 
If any from such limbs itself e'er frees." 
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The trunk breath'd hard, as travailing with pain ; 
That blast was chang'd into this vocal sound : 
'/ You shall in words be answer'd few and plain. 

When, by itself inhumanly disown'd, 
The outrageous soul is from the body torn, 
Minos condemns it to the Seventh Bound. 

Into the wood, at no fix'd place, forlorn 
It drops ; but where blind Fortune it may sling, 
There shoots it forth, like any grain of corn, 

Thus to a sapling and wild plant to spring : 
The Harpies then, who on the foliage prey, 
Pain it, and to the pain an outlet bring. 

We, like the rest, shall seek our spoils of clay ; 
Nor yet, for this, again with them be clad : 
Self must not have what self has snatch'd away. 

Them hither .we shall drag ; and here, convey'd 
Through the sad forests, they shall swing in air, 
Each on the thorn of its injurious shade.' * 

Still close attention to the trunk we bare, 
Thinking it more would tell ; when in our ears 
Sounded a noise, that took us unaware ; 

Like unto him, who, as the boar-hunt nears, 
Feels its quick coming to his station'd place, 
Who the scar'd beasts, the crashing branches hears. 

And, leftward, lo ! two spirits in a chase, 
Naked and torn, who through the forest burst, 
Bearing down every hindrance to their race. 
" Come now, come to me, Death," exclaim'd the first ; 
And th' other who perceiv'd his flight too slow, 
"Lano," cried out, " at Toppo's martial joust, 

No such agility thy legs did show ; " 
And then, for failure of his breath, may be, 
Close in a bush he burrow'd, crouching low. 

Behind them all the wood was full to see 
Of bitch-dogs black and greedy of the prey ; 
As greyhounds, from the leash when just set free, 
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Their teeth they drove in him who squatting lay ; 

And tore him piecemeal from the foot to head ; 

Then with those quivering limbs they stole away. 
My Guide now took me by the hand, and led 

Towards the rifled bush, which, all in vain, 

Through every gaping fissure wept and bled. 
" James of holy Andrew," it cried, " what gain 

Hadst thou in making me thy screen and hood ? 

What guilt have I in all thy life profane ? " 
The Master, having o'er it stopp'd and stood, 

Said ; " Who wast thou, that speakest thus aggriev'd, 

Through many a wound puffing up words and blood ? " 
And he to us : "0 souls, in time arriv'd, 

Of this foul massacre to gain the sight, 

Which of my foliage thus has me depriv'd, 
My leaves at foot of this sad bush unite : 

I of the city was, for Baptist John 

That her first Patron chang'd, who aye, for spite,: 
With wars will make her rue the insult done : 

And did not on fair Arno's bridge remain 

Some semblance yet of his memorial stone, 
Those citizens, who rais'd its walls again 

Low from the ashes, Attila left there, 

Would all their labour have employ'd in vain. 
My gibbet, of my house, I did prepare.' ' 
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Constraint by love of my dear native home, 
The leaves dispers'd I gather'd to the tree, 
And render'd to the trunk, now hoarse become. 

We wended then towards th' extremity, 

Where parts the Second from the next Third Zone, 
And where the dread Judicial art we see, 
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To make the fresh appearances well known, 
I say, we now approach'd a level ground, 
On whose forbidding soil no plant is grown. 

The wood of sadness girdles it around ; 
As girds the sanguinary fosse the wood ; 
Here on its edge we scaree a footing found. 

The plain was all a thick dry sand, and show'd 
Not otherwise in fashion form'd, may be, 
Than what by Cato's feet was under-trod. 

thou Eevenge of God I How mightily 
ShouHst thou by every living soul be fear'd, 
Who readeth of the Vision, shown to me ! 

1 saw of souls unbodied a vast herd, 

Sore weeping all in most distressful case : 

A different law on each impos'd appear'd. 
Flat on the ground some lay with upward face ; 

Others sat crouching prone with bodies bent ; 

And others, shifting, roam'd from place to place. 
The most in number they, who restless went ; 

Fewer, who in their agonies lay low ; 

Yet to their grief allow'd a noisier vent. 
Of fiery flakes, a rain, down gliding slow, 
. Dilated fell, the torrid sand all o'er ; 

As falls, when winds are whist, the Alpine snow. 
Marching through sultry Ind, in times of yore, 

Such Alexander saw assail his band ; 

Flames to the earth their living heat that bore. 
Wherefore he made his squadrons tramp the land, 

Providing wisely ; for, when single found, 

The scorching bane 'twas easier to withstand. 
So here the eternal burning reach'd the ground ; 

Whereby the sand, like tinder 'neath the steel, 

Igniting, spread a twofold pain around. 
Their wretched hands, in quick untiring reel, 

Brush off from this, and now from th' other side, 

Ih£ fresh combustion, less the heat to feeL 



54 THE INFERNO. 

I then began : " Master, victorious Guide 
O'er all, save th' obstinate demonian crew, 
Who at the entry-gate our steps defied : 

That great one, who appears the fire to view 
Reckless, and scowling lies with scornful head, 
As if unsoffcen'd by the falling dew, 

Say, who is he ? " and noting what I said, 
When thus of him I ask'd, himself exclaim'd : 
" Such as I was alive, such am I dead. 

Were Jove to tire his armourer, who fram'd 
Those riving bolts of his obdurate ire, 
On the last day which me transfix'd and maim'd ; 

Or, were he, one by one, the rest to tire, 
In the black smithy of huge Mongibell, 
Crying, ' Help, help, good Vulcan, I require ; ' 

(His words, at Phlegra's fight, recorded well,) 
Or, let him on me all his quiver void ; 
Yet to his joy this vengeance should not tell." 

Then spake with a stern energy my Guide, 
Such as I ne'er in him had mark'd before : 
" Capaneus, in this, because thy pride 

Survives in Hell, thou art chastis'd the more : 
Nought, but thine own undying rage, would prove 
Torment enough to quit thy fury's score." 

He turn'd to me with blander voice of love, 
Saying : " This of the seven confederate kings, 
Who Thebes besieg'd, was one : he ever Jove 

Defied, and still, meseems, contempt he flings. 
But, as I told him, the despite he shows 
To his own soul most fit adornment brings. 

Now follow me, and look, not to expose 

On the burnt sand thy feet, but keep them still 
Close, where the wood its sure protection throws." 

We reach'd, in silence, where a gentle rill 
Leaps from the forest ; of such crimson glow, 
That now its mention makes my senses thrill. . 
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As from the spring of Bulicame flow 

Those waters, which the sinning women share ; 

So o'er the sand this was descending slow. 
Its bed and hanging banks transmuted were 

Both to hard stone ; and so, on either side, 

The margins : whence I learnt our pass was there. 
" Among the scenes, to which I've been thy Guide, 

E'er since, when entering at that gate we came, 

Wide ope whose threshold stands, to none denied, 
This present stream thy chiefest note must claim, 

Beyond whate'er thine eyes have yet survey'd ; 

It deadens on its surface every flame." 
These were my Leader's words : whereat I pray'd, 

That kindly he would give me the repast, 

For which the gift of hunger he had made. 
" On the mid-sea there sits a country waste," 

Then he began : " this country Crete is styl'd ; 

Under whose King the world of eld was chaste. 
There soars a Mountain ; once it gladly smil'd — 

Ida the name — with springs and foliage crown'd ; 

As musty grown, 'tis now incult and wild. 
Here for her son a trusty cradle found 

Bhea ; what time, to hide the birth from sight, 

The infant cries with noisy shouts she drown'd. 
Within the Mount a great old man upright 

Stands, with the back toward Damiata plac'd ; 

And facing Borne, as if his mirror bright. 
In gold well purified his head is cast ; 

In silver fine the breast, the arms, the hands ; 

And then 'tis brass, down to beneath the waist. 
Below, 'tis all of temper'd iron bands, 

Save the right foot, compos'd of potter's mould ; 

And more on this, than th' other foot, he stands. 
Each part is fractur'd, saving that of gold 

In one vast cleft, whence trickle drops of tears ; 

These mingling bore through that cavernous hold. 
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Their flow from rock to rock here downward bears ; 
It forms Styx, Acheron, and Phlegethon ; 
Then through yon narrow duct a passage wears 

To the last lowest flat, where, roll'd in one, 
It forms Cocytus : what may be that lake, 
Thou shalt behold : so nought I tell thereon." 

And I to him : " But, if this runnel take 

Her mazy course down from our world, then why 
Here only at this edge does she forth break ? " 

And he to me : " These realms in circles lie, 

Thou know'st ; and, though come far in thy survey 
Thou art towards the deepmost cavity, 

Still turning left, yet the whole circling way 
Thou hast not rang'd ; if aught then new appear, 
Thy countenance no wonder need betray." 
" But where is Phlegethon ? and Lethe — where ? " 
I urg'd him still : " thou silent passest one ; 
Form'd of these tears thou th' other dost declare." 
" Me pleases, sure, thine every question," 

He answer'd ; " but the boiling stream's red swell 
Should have resolv'd one doubt, thou dwell'st upon. 

Lethe thou shalt behold, yet not in Hell ; 
But there, where souls retire to wash them clean, 
And all their guilt by penitence expel." 
" Now is the time arriv'd," he added then, 

" To leave the wood : mind, follow me with care : 
For path, these unburnt margins intervene, 

And o'er them every vapour melts in air." 
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On bears us now one of the margins hard, 
O'er which the rivulet's fume, exhaling near, 
Ascends, the banks and water so to guard. 

As in the mound defensive, which, in fear 
Of the high flood, and its impetuous flaw, 
'Tween Bruges and Catzand the Flemings rear ; 

Or th' other dyke, which they of Padua 
Along the Brent, their towns and forts to screen, 
Erect, ere Chiarentina feels the thaw ; 

Of similar construction those were seen ; 
Howbeit less lofty, less enlarg'd the mound ; 
Whoe'efr its master workman may have been. 

We had already pass'd the woodland-bound 
80 great a distance, that in vain my sight 
Had sought it, had I turn'd me fully round. 

When on a company of souls we light 
The bank alongside trooping : narrowly 
Each us regarded, as at eve one might, 

Under the pale new moon, a stranger spy : 
Their brows they flx'd sharp set, none otherwise 
Than strains th' old stitcher at the needle's eye. 

Scann'd by a family so vast in size, 
I readily was known by one, who caught 
Me by the skirt, and cried, " What a surprise ! " 

And I, to reach me when his arms he brought, 
So close perus'd the aspect bak'd and sere, 
That the scarr'd countenance prevented nought 

My recognition of his person clear : 
Bending my face to his, I thereupon 
Answer'd, " What ! Ser Brunetto, are you here ? " 
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And he : " Oh, grateful may it prove, my son, 
If now with thee Brunetto Latini 
Turn back awhile ; and let the troop file on." 

And I : " For this I pray thee mightily : 
I'll seat me at your side, if you approve, 
And hfe, with whom I journey, shall agree." 
" son," he said, "whoever of this drove 
But for a moment stops, a hundred years 
Must bear the fire-stroke, without power to move. 

Therefore, walk on ; and I beneath the piers 
Will keep me at thy skirt, and then repair 
To mine, who mourning go in endless tears." 

To leave the higher ground I did not dare, 
To join him side by side ; but my head low 
I stoop'd, as one, who walks with reverent care. 

He then : " What chance, or fate, I fain would know, 
Brings thee down here, before thy life's last day ? 
And who is this, thy Guide, the way to show ? " 
" Yonder above, in life's sweet tranquil bay," 
I answer'd him, " my prime not fully come, 
In a lone vale obscure I lost my way. 

It was but yester-morn I turn'd therefrom ; 
On my returning, when he met my view, 
And by this path restores me to my home." 

And he to me : " Only thy star pursue, 

Thou canst not fail ; the gloriotis port is thine ; 
If in the beauteous life I noted true. 

Had I not sunk so soon in death's decline, 

Seeing thee favour'd thus by Heaven's good-will, 
I would have cheer'd thee in thy bright design. 

But that unthankful people, steep'd in ill, 
Who from Fiesole came down of yore, 
Wearing its rough and flinty nature still, 

For all thy good, will pay thee hatred more ; 

Nor strange ; for 'mong sharp crabs of baser kind 
111 would the fig produce her luscious store. 
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Old rumour in the world proclaims them ' blind * — 
A people, fill'd with avarice, envy, pride r 
See that from theirs thy ways are well refin'd. 

For thee such honour from each factious side 
Thy fortune stores, that both will yearn for thee : 
But let the beak and grass be ne'er allied. 

Leave in their bed those beasts of Fiesole 
Themselves to foul ; yet not to touch the shoot, 
If any sprouts from their rank nursery, 

In whom revives the holy seed and root 
Of those ancestral Eomans, there who stay'd, 
"When wickedness the nest did so pollute." 
" If my desire had found," I answer made, 
" Its full success, not yet had you below 
Been banish'd from mankind among the dead. 

For in me lives — it melts my heart e'en now — 
Deep grav'd, your image dear, paternal, kind ; 
When in the world you gently taught me how 

A man his Blest Eternity may mid : 
Long as I live, such goodness I'll requite, 
And speak the gratitude, that fills my mind. 

What of my future you predict, I write ; 
And keep it for a Lady wise to hear, 
With other texts, if e'er I gain her sight. 

Thus far I wish your knowledge of me clear ; 
Let but my conscience tell no chiding tale, 
Change Fortune, as she list, I nothing fear. 

With nought unknown such bodements me assail : 
Let Fortune therefore, as she feels inclin'd, 
Go turn her wheel ; and let the boor his flail." 

On his right cheek, as thus I spake my mind, 
My Master turn'd, and on me fix'd his eye ; 
Then said : " The hearing ear shall wisdom find." 

Yet is not my discourse broke off thereby 
With Ser Brunetto : him I beg report, 
His comrades who, in fame and rank most high. 
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And he : "Of some 'tis well that thou be taught ; 
Of others, silence best will praises win ; 
As time, for such detail, would prove too short. 

Yet know, in brief, that all were Clergymen, 
All were great scholars, and of great renown ; 
Begrim'd upon the earth by one same sin. 

Priscian of this most wretched train is one, 
Accorso's Francis, too j and, if desire 
Thou hadst of such a loathsome vision, 

Him I would show thee, whom from Arno's quire 
The serving-Chief rais'd to Vicenza's fane, 
Doom'd, with his ill-strain'd sinews, there to expire. 

More would I say, but must from speech abstain, 
Nor further join thee : yonder in the air 
New smoke I see rise from the sandy plain. 

Shades come, whose fellowship I must not share : 
My ' Treasure,' which is yet my life, my son, 
I leave — nor more petition — to thy care." 

Then round he turn'd him ; and he look'd, as one, 
For the green cloth who at Verctoa vies, 
Stript o'er the plain when the foot-racers run ; 

And he the man to win, not lose, the -prize. 
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Now where is heard the murmur I was come 
Of waters, in the other zone that fall, 
Sounding like bee-hives in their busy hum. 

Together when three spectres running all 
Quitted a company, that hasten'd by 
Beneath the showering flames, that fiercely gall. 

They sped towards us, and each rais'd a cry : 

" Stop thou, whose dress appears to mark some one 
Of our own city of iniquity." 
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Ay me 1 what wounds saw I their limbs upon, 
Deep by the burns intrench'd, wounds old and new : 
It grieves me still — only to think thereon. 

My Teaeher to their cries his notice drew, 
Then toward me looking, said : " Arrest thy pace ; 
Now wait ; to these our courtesy is due. 

But for the pointed arrowy fires, the place 
Pours down indigenous, I well might say, 
Thee, more than them, such speed would better grace. 

Soon as we stopp'd, their antiquated lay 
They recommenced, and, having reach'd us near, 
In a strange roundel-dance pursued their way. 

As wrestlers us'd, with bodies oil'd and bare, 
Their aim to ascertain, and vantage-ground, 
Before they met in the close tug of war, 

Thus each his face, as each came twirling round, 
So bent toward me, that the neck always 
To the feet contrary was journeying found. 
" If this sad spot all barren, and thy gaze 

On our charr'd aspect drear," then one began, 
" For us and our petition scorn may raise ; 

Still let our high renown thy mind constrain 
To tell us who thou art, that, not yet dead, 
Walkest through Hell, a stranger thus to pain. 

He, in whose steps thou dost observe me tread, 
Though now he naked go and flay'd, was one, 
Nobly, beyond thy credence, born and bred. 

He of the good Gualdrada was grandson, 
Nam'd Guidoguerra : with his head and hand 
Much in his life he wrought, and signal shone. 

That other, who behind me stirs the sand, 
Is he, who well the world's good grace should gain — 
The prudent Tegghiaio Aldobrand. 

Myself, their partner in this racking pain, 
Was Jacob Busticucci ; and, be sure, 
My furious wife is, more than all, my bane." 
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Could I have pass'd the fiery shower secure, 
Mid them I quickly would have cast me down ; 
The Sage, methinks, permitting ; but to endure 

The burning heat prov'd all too much, I own : 
Thus terror over-master'd my good will, 
Which to embrace them now had hungry grown. 

Then I began.: " Not scorn, but for your ill 
Commiseration so hath pierc'd my mind, 
That, slowly heal'd, the wound will pain me still ; 

Soon as the words of this my Lord inclin'd 
Me to surmise, that souls were coming near, 
Such as, in honour, now yourselves I find. 

True, of your city I was, and with glad ear 
Have alway listen'd to your name's repute, 
And fondly trac'd your deeds and bright career. 

I leave the gall, to pluck the luscious fruit, 
Me promis'd sure by the veracious Guide, 
But first must sink down to the central root." 
" So may the soul long o'er thy flesh preside," 
He answered then, " and so the bright display 
Of thy distinction posthumous abide ; 

Say, courtesy and valour — do they stay 
Yet in our city, as once us'd to do ? 
Or, are they banish'd utterly away ? 

For Gugliem Borsiere, who below 
Is lately fall'n, and yonder joins his own, 
Torments us sorely with his tales of woe." 
" An upstarf race, and gains acquir'd too soon, 
Have bred extravagance and pride in thee, 
Florence, that hence thou dost already moan ! " 

Thus cried I with uplifted face ; the three, 
Who took this, as my answer, then survey'd 
Each other, as when first the truth we see. 
" happy thou," with joint response they said, 
" In thy good honest speech, if to the ear 
Ever it like complacency convey'd. 
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Therefore, if thou escape this rayless sphere, 
And hail again the beauteous stars and light, 
When to say — ' There was I ' — thy heart will cheer ; 

Mind, speak of us ; our names our deeds recite." 
The wheel then broke they ; and their legs were seen, 
As pinions, rapid in their sudden flight. 

None could so swiftly utter an " Amen," 
As quick they vanish'd : wherefore it appeared 
Meet to the Master to set forth again. 

I followed, and we little space had clear'd, 
When the nigh roar of the descending tide 
So stunn'd us, that our speech was scarcely heard. 

Like as that stream, whose separate waters glide 
By their own channel from Mount Vesulo, 
Eastward above the Apennines' left side, 

On high call'd Acquacheta, ere the flow 
Precipitant has reach'd its lowly bed, 
No more at Fork* then that name to know ; 

Above San Benedetto, from her head 
Sounds thundering headlong to a base; just where 
Full many, in truth, might well be hous'd and fed ; 

So from the summit of the craggy stair 
Such found we that ensanguin'd water's roar, 
As in a little space no ears could bear. 

Around the loins a certain cord I wore, 
Wherewith I fondly ween'd to catch and maul 
The Panther of the skin bepainted o'er. 

This from around me when I'd loosen'd all — 
For so had been th* injunction of my Guide — . 
I reach'd towards him, roll'd into a ball, 

Whereat he turn'd him to his right-hand side, 
And, heedful not to stand the edge too nigh, 
Cast it below into the deep gulf wide, 
" This signal new, be sure, some novelty 

Must answer," said I in myself, " which so 
My Master follows with a wistful eye." 
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Ah, what excess of caution men should show, 
Present with those, who not the deed alone, 
But th' inward thought, with minds sagacious know ! 

To me he said : " What I await, shall soon 
Eise visible ; and, what as in a dream 
Thou thinkest, to thy view shall soon be shown." 

Man from that truth, which yet untrue may seem, 
In speech should always, if he can, forbear ; 
Though blameless, oft he's sham'd by such a theme. 

But here I must break silence ; and I swear 
By the Notes, Eeader, of this Comedy, 
So may they plaudits win for many a year, 

That, through the air gross, and obscure, mine eye 
A figure saw come swimming up, whose mien 
From stoutest heart would raise the wond'ring cry. 

He rose, as one, returning, who has been 
Under the sea r an anchor to unbind, 
Caught by a rock, or what the deep may screen, 

Who spreads him up, gathering the feet behind. 
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" See the fell Beast with sharpened tail, to bore 

Through mountains, who can wails and weapons break ; 
See him, who taints the world from shore to shore." 

Unto me ihus my Guide began to speak ; 
The beast he signail'd then with beckoning hand, 
Close to the stone-way edge his rise to make. 

And that foul effigy of Fraud to land 
Advancing, brought the head and chest ; yet so, 
As not to draw the tail upon the strand. 

Of a just man his face had all the show, 
So parsing smooth was all the surface there ; 
But in a serpent roll'd the parts below. 
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Two paws be had, to the arm-pits shagg'd with hair ; 
The back, the breast, and either flank I spied, 
With nodules, and with circlets, painted fair. 

Cloth in the ground, and broider'd work outside. 
Tartar nor Turk e'er deck'd with colours more ; 
Nor could with these Arachne's webs have vied. 

As barges, moor'd along the shelving shore, 
Part on the ground, part in the water stand ; 
And, as the beaver, watching to devour, 

There seats him, in the gobbling Germans' land ; 
So resting was th' abominable brute 
On the stone- verge, that binds the burning sand. 

His tail was seen all in mid-air to shoot, 
Twirling aloft the fork'd envenom'd head, 
Whose sting, like that of scorpion, deadly smote. 

Now must we bend our way," the Leader said, 
" Sideways a little space, that evil beast 
To reach, who couches close in yonder bed.' 1 

So we descended over the right breast, 
And paces ten took toward th' extremity, 
Fully to shun the sand and flaky pest. 

And, when we reach the monster, I descry, 
Onward few steps, a people on the sand 
Sitting, hard by th' abrupt vacuity. 

The Master here spake thus : " To understand 
Well, by experience gain'd, this Circle's end, 
Go, and observe the manner of this band. 

Yet no long time in conversation spend : 
I'll parley with the Beast, till thou return, 
That to our need his sturdy back he lend.' 1 

Now, at his word, e'en to the utmost bourn 
Of that Seventh Bound my lonely steps I bent, 
Where sitting were the shades in grief forlorn. 

Their anguish through the eyes an opening rent ; 
And ever with the hands, now here, now there, 
They strove the double scorching to prevent. 

5 



66 THE INFERNO. 

Thus dogs in summer-time their grief declare, 
When now with snout, and now with paw, they fight 
'Gainst fleas, and biting insects of the air. 
After on some was bent my curious sight 
'Mong these, who lay beneath the fiery curse, 
Not one I recogniz'd ; but on every sprite, 
Suspended on the neck, I saw a purse 
Which bare its proper sign and proper hue ; 
Looking whereon they seem'd their woe to nurse. 
Approaching them I gain'd a clearer view ; 
And on a yellow pouch I saw the face 
And gesture of a lion, wrought in blue. 
Then, as mine eyes career'd from place to place, 
I see another, more than sanguine red ; 
And on't a goose, whiter than curd, I trace. 
And one, who on his argent bag displayed 
A pregnant sow, emblazoned in azure, 
" What dost thou in this bottom ? " to me said ; 
" Away, and, since thou livest still, be sure 
Here on my left my townsman Vitalian 
Shall take his seat, this torment to endure. 
I'm with these Florentines, a Paduan : 
Oft in my ears they thunder, and exclaim, 
Quick let the knight appear, the mighty man 
With the three goats, his purse, to share this flame : " 
His mouth he then screw'd up, and loll'd his tongue, 
Licking, as any ox might do the same. 
Fearing to offend, by tarrying here more long, 
Him, whose advice of brief discourse had told, 
I turn'd my face from this afflicted throng. 
I found my Guide ; him mounted I behold 
Already on the savage monster's back : 
" And now," he said to me, " be strong and bold ; 
We must by stairs of such an untried make 
Descend : mount thou in front ; I mid- way sit, 
Lest damage from the swingeing tail thou take." 
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E'en as the wretch, whom now the quartan fit 
So near besetteth, that his nails are dead, 
Still hugs the shade, there shivering every whit ; 

So, at his bidding, was I hard bested : 
Yet did his threats abash me ; as we find 
Servants, their brave lords present, nothing dread. 

I plac'd me on those shoulders broad ; inclined 
I felt to say, " Mind well to hold me fast ; " 
But utterance expected lagg'd behind. 

But he, elsewhere, in other dangers past 
My helper, soon as I was mounted there, 
Upheld me in his arms, and firm embrac'd. 

Then said he : " Geryon, now move on with care ; 
Wheel large about ; descend thou gradually : 
Think of the burden strange thou hast to bear." 

As backing, backing still, a boat we see, 
Leaving its place, so parted he ; and when 
He felt his moveinents ifnconfin'd and free, 

To where the breast was, curl'd the tail ; and then 
Stretch'd, as an eel, mov'd it, his course to steer ; 
And with the paws tugg'd in the air amain. 

Methinks, not greater the tremendous fear, 
When Phaeton unloos'd the steeds of day, 
That burnt, as now 'tis seen, the Heavenly sphere : 

Nor when poor Icarus felt the Sun's near ray 
Melt the wax-joints, that kept his pinions on ; 
His father crying, " Fatal is thy way ; " 

Than mine, for certain, was, when th' air alone 
I saw surround me in the empty space, 
All other sight, save of the Monster, gone. 

Slow, slow he swims his way, and with calm pace 
Wheels and descends ; this only I could tell 
Prom the stirr'd breeze, fanning my feet and face. 

Already, on the right, the whirlpool's yell 
I heard resounding with terrific roar ; 
With head outstretch'd I scan the nether Hell. 
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Then shrank I at the plunge abrupt the more ; 
For flames I could discern, and waitings hear : 
Aghast I crouch, with tremblings o'er and o'er. 

The mode of our. descent I then saw clear, 
Before unknown ; as close before our sight 
The mighty torments all around appear. 

As when a falcon, after lengthen'd flight, 
Unseen the counterfeit or real bird, 
The falconer crying, " Alas I thou dost alight I " 

Weary descends, from whence his wings he rear'd, 
Oft circling, glad ; his sullen pride to vent, 
Then sets him from his master far retir'd; 

So Oeryon, when accomplish'd the descent, 
Set us, where lies the rocky causeway low ; 
And, of our burden eas'd, he bounding went 

Far, far away, like arrow from a bow. 



■+0+- 



CANTO XVIII. 

Call'd Malebolge, is a place in Hell ; 
'Tis all of solid stone, and iron hue, 
As are the walls, that gird the dismal cell. 

In the dread level's centre gapes to view 
A Well, beyond all measure deep and wide ; 
Of which its place shall tell the order due. 

Bound is the belt, remaining yet outside, 
Between the Well and lofty mural end, 
And Valleys ten its gloomy bed divide. 

As where, some castle's rampart to defend, 
The circling moats in many sections wind, 
And to the ground imposing aspect lend ; 

So these in like appearance were combined : 
And, as small bridges from the sally-port 
Protrude, by which the outer banks are join'd ; 
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80 from the rocky basement cliffs, athwart 

The piers and trenches here are carried on, 

Far as the Well, that meets and cuts them short. 
Here from the shoulders broad of Geryon 

We found ourselves shov'd off: the Poet still 

Kept to the left ; I follow'd thereupon. 
On the right hand I saw new forms of ill ; 

New torments and new scourgers there I view'd : 

These thickening swarm, and the first pit they fill. 
Below the sinners ran with bodies nude ; 

From the Well, hitherward, they met our face ; 

Beyond, they join'd us, but more quick pursued. 
The Eomans thus vast crowds of every class, 

In the glad year of Jubilee, are wont 

Over the bridge to make in order pass* 
On the one side all move, so as to front 

The castle, and to Holy Peter's go ; 

At th' other bank they speed towards the mount. 
On both sides of the dingy rockway, Lo ! 

I saw horn'd demons with huge scourges deal 

Upon them from behind the savage blow. 
Ah ! how they forc'd them to uplift; the heel, 

Quick at the first correction ; none, I ween, 

Waited a second nor a third to feel. 
As I advane'd, my searching glances keen 

Were met by one : whereat, I instant said i 

" This is a face I heretofore have seen." 
Then, to peruse him well, my feet I stay'd ; 

So did my Leader too ; and with kind tone 

Leave, that I back should somewhat go, convey'd. 
That scourged wretch thought to escape unknown, 

Slouching his face, but all to no avail : 

" For thou," I cried, " thine eyes who casteth down, 
If these thy features tell no untrue tale, 

Art Venedico Caccianimico : 

But what subjects thee to this stinging flail ? " 
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And he to me : " I'm loth to say, 'tis so ; 
But thy clear speech, recalling to my thought 
The former world, compels me this to do. 

'Twas I, the beauteous Ghisola who brought 
To gratify the Marquis' lust impure ; 
However noisy fame the truth distort. 

Nor I the only Bolognese endure 

This anguish ; no, so numerous are they, 
That between Beno and Savena, sure, 

Not tongues so many Svpa learn to say : 
Wouldst thou have proof and witness, call to mind, 
That avarice our hearts has made its prey." 

While yet he spake, a demon from behind 

Scourg'd him, and said, " Vile pander, hence, begone ; 
No women into money here are coin'd." 

Mine Escort I rejoin'd ; we journey'd on 
Forthwith, some gentle distance, to a bend, 
Where from the bank a craggy reef is thrown. 

Full easily this causeway we ascend ; 

Then, skirting to the right its rid^v brow, 
Those Circles left, where torments never end. 

When at the place where yawns the arch below 
For passage of the flagellated race, 
The Master said : " Wait here and bear thee so, 

That th' other miscreate spirits full in face 
May strike thee : for, because with us they went, 
Thou wert not able yet their forms to trace." 

From the old bridge the troop we eyed intent, 
As from the other side they rush'd amain, 
Lash'd, like the rest, with the same chastisement. 

The Master kind spontaneous spoke again : 
" That shade of lordly port," he said, " survey, 
Who comes, nor sheds a tear for all his pain. 

What royalty his looks, e'en now, display ! 
He is that Jason, who, by heart and head, 
The Golden Fleece from Colchis bare away. . 
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He by the isle of Lemnos passing sped ; 

. What time the women with unpitying breast 

Their males had now all numbered with the dead. 
With tokens, and with promise fair express'd, 
He there the young Hypsipyle deceiv'd ; 
Herself the first deceiver of the rest : 
And there he left her pregnant and bereav'd : 
Hi™ such a crime to such a torment bears : 
Medea's wrongs, as well, are thus retriev'd. 

With him each false deceiver judgment shares : 
Of the first Valley need we no more say, 
Nor of the sinners, whom it grips and tears." 

Now had we come to where contracted lay 
The path, across the Second bank that goes, 
Lending its shoulder to the next arch- way. 

From thence we heard a people, full of woes, 
Moan in the other pit ; whose nostrils puff, 
Whose hands upon themselves deal cruel blows. 

The banks were pasted with a mouldy stuff, 
Form'd of the steam below, which thus adheres ; 
Whereat both sight and smell made strong rebuff. 

The bottom is so dark, that nought appears 
In view, except by mounting to the crown, 
Where the mid-arch its highest vault uprears. 

We reach'd it, and I saw, thence looking down, 
A people in a dung-pit plung'd, whose show 
Seem'd, as though 'twas from human privies thrown. 

And, while inquisitive I pried below, 
I saw one with a head in such foul plight, 
That, were he lay, or clerick, none could know. 

He bawl'd out at me : " Why is all thy sight 
Fix'd more on me, than on th' immerded nigh ? " 
I answer'd : " Why, if memory serves me right, 

Because already with thy hair quite dry 
I've seen thee ; and thou art Alessio 
Of Lucca ; therefore thee I chiefly spy." 
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He then, Ms pate smiting severe : " Thus low 
Have sunk me in this drain that flattering speech, 
Of which my tongue could never weary grow." 

To me the Guide soon after said : " Now stretch 
Thy face yet somewhat further to explore, 
That so thou closely with thy vision reach 

That slut unclean, with ringlets tumbled o'er, 
Now standing up, now lolling on one side, 
Her flesh, with dirty nails, who scratches sore. 

It is the harlot Thais, who replied 
False to her gallant's words, * Great thanks, I ween, 
From thee I've gain'd ' — 'Ay, thanks most magnified ! * 

And, after this, sure, quite enough we've seen." 
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Simon Magus, his wretched crew I 
The Sacred things of God, which ought to be 
Ever espous'd to all, that's good, and true, 

For silver and for gold, ye greedily 
Debase : for you now sounds the trumpet blast ; 
Yours is the third dark gulph of infamy. 

Already had we scal'd the coping vast 

Of the next grave, just where the rocky brow 
Eight o'er the middle of the fosse is cast. 

Sovran Wisdom ! how expert art thou, 
In Heaven, in Hell, and in the earthly ball ! 
How just thy virtue metes, for weal, or woe I 

Holes in the pit, and in th' impaling wall, 
Filling the dark stone-surface, I could trace ; 
Bounded was each, of equal compass all. 

Not wider it meseem'd, nor less in space, 

Than those, which in St. John's dear beauteous fane 
For the Baptizing Priests provide a place ; 
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One among which, some few years back, with pain 
I broke, a child to save, nigh drown'd therein : 
And let this seal attest my motive plain. 

A sinner's feet and legs in front were seen 
Up to the calf protrude from every hole ; 
All other parts remained conceal'd within. 

Alike with fire tormented was the sole 
On either foot ; the burning joints writh'd so, 
Their force no twist could have resisted whole* 

As oiled things, when fir'd, emit a glow, 
Whose flickerings merely on the surface play ; 
So flitted here the gleam from heel to toe. 

I spake : " Who, Master, is yon sufferer, say, 
Quivering beyond his other mates, that burn ; 
And whom a ruddier flame absorbs for prey ? " 

And he to me : " If thou wouldst have me turn, 
And bear thee to that bank's extreme decline, 
Him, and his wrongs, thou from himself shait learn." 

And I : " Thy pleasure is the rule of mine : 
Thou art my Lord ; me to thy will inclin'd, 
Thou know'st ; and dost my silence well divine.'* 

To the Fourth bank we now our passage find ; 
We turn, and to the left go bearing down 
Deep in the bed bor'd through, and close confin'd. 

Nor did my gentle Lord from his hip-bone 
Dislodge me, till I safely reach'd the hole, 
Where he within such agony made known. 
" Whoe'er thou art inverted, like a pole 

Stak'd in the ground, if thou canst way contrive, 
Speak," I began to say, " speak, wretched soul 1 " 

I stood, as stands the frere, prepar'd to shrive 
The wily murderer, who, planted low, 
Eecalls him, so to steal some short reprieve. 

He cried : " Already there I and standing so ! 
Already, Boniface, dost so appear ? 
Now false the writ by several years I know. 
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Art thou so soon cloy'd with that portion fair, 
For which thou didst not scruple to delude 
The Beauteous Dame, and then her members tear ? " 

Like unto those, in mockery held, I stood, 
Who, lacking knowledge of a giv'n reply, 
Can nought respond in their embarrassed mood. 

Then Virgil said : " Inform him speedily : 
Not he, not he am I, thou dost suppose." 
I, thus commanded, spake accordingly. 

At this, the spirit with convulsive throes 

Quite wrench'd his feet, and sighing sadly said : 
" What then to thee wouldst have me now disclose ? 

If such thine interest to learn, whose shade 
Am I, that thou the bank hast travers'd, know, 
With the Great Mantle I was once array'd. 

Son of the She-Bear, truth, was I, and so 
Ambitious to advance my cubs, that I 
Pouch'd wealth above, and pouch'd myself below. 

Dragg'd underneath my head those others lie, 
Immur'd along the crannies of the stone, 
Prior to me, who practis'd Simony. 

I, too, shall thither fall, what time that one 
Arriveth here, whom thee to be I thought, 
Abruptly when I made my question. 

But time is longer since these fires have caught 
My soles, and I was thus reversed herein, 
Than planted he shall be, with feet red-hot. 

For after him shall come, more foul'd with sin, 
A Pastor from the West, of lawless mind ; 
One fit both him and me to cover in. 

He'll a new Jason prove, such as we find 
In Maccabees ; and favour this from France 
Shall win, as Jason's king to him was kind." 

Too much fool-hardy here was I, perchance ; 
In that I answer'd : " Ah, inform me, pray, 
What sum of Holy Peter, in advance, 
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Demanded Christ, before to his chief sway 
The Keys He trusted ? Surely, we are told, 
Nothing, but ' Follow Me,' the Lord did say. 

And Peter, and the rest, ne'er ask'd for gold, 
Nor silver, of Matthias, when by lot 
To fill the traitor's place he was enrolTd. 

It serves thee well : thy merit thou hast got : 
But lock up safe that ill-collected gain, 
Which against Charles made thee so boldly plot. 

Did not the reverence I still entertain 
For those chief Keys, which in thy life-time glad 
Thou wieldedst, now compel me to refrain, 

With words more stern my censure should be clad ; 
Because your avarice all men deplore, 
That tramples down the good, and lifts the bad. 

Shepherds, like you, the Evangelist of yore 
Noted, when She, who sitteth on the flood, 
By him was seen with Kings to play the whore ; 

She, who was born with the Seven Heads, who stood 
By the ten Horns attested and display'd, 
Long as she pleas'd her Heavenly Spouse with good. 

Of gold and silver ye your gods have made : 
From the idolater what differ ye — 
His vows to one, yours to a hundred paid ? 

Ah ! Constantino, to what bad progeny 
Gave birth, not thy conversion, but that dower, 
Which the first wealthy Father took from thee ! " 

While with such notes I made his hearing cower, 
With furiousness he spun on both the feet, 
Whether from rage, or conscience' stinging power. 

This to my Chief, I trow, gave pleasure sweet ; 
Throughout with such complacency of look 
He hung upon my speech, so true and meet. 

Me therefore in both arms he fondly took, 
And having rais'd me to his bosom dear, 
Upward retrac'd his way ; nor e'er forsook 
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Through weariness his burden held so near, 
Till he had borne me to the archway high, 
Which from the Fourth crosses to the Fifth Pier* 

There his beloved charge full lovingly 

Depos'd he on the scarp and ragged height, 
Which the wild climbing goat would sorely try : 

From thence another Valley met my sight. 
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Op torments new to sing beseemeth well 

This twentieth Canto of my Comedy, 

That speaketh first of the immers'd in Hell. 
All eagerness I stoop'd me down to pry 

Into th' abyss, discernible below, 

Bedrench'd with tears, that anguish'd hearts supply. 
And I a tribe weeping in silent woe 

Saw coming through the rounded Vale, as they, 

Who chaunt the Litanies, move onward slow. 
As my sight near'd them — marvellous to say — 

The head revers'd each, to appearance, wore, 

With chin and neck-bone twisted the wrong way ; 
So that the face look'd down the shoulders o'er : 

Needs must they backward go with monstrous mien, 

For they had lost the power to look before. 
Palsy, may be, with its encounter keen, 

In some the frames has thus all wrench'd awry ; 

I think it not, nor e'er the like have seen, 
God to thy reading plenteous fruit, supply, 

Header, as thou, of thine own self, dost tell, 

How ever I could keep my visage dry ; 
When near I saw our image, lov'd so well, 

So wrested, that the lower back behind 

Was bath'd in tears, which 'tween the shoulders fell. 
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Full sure, I wept, on a rough ledge reclin'd 
Of the split rock ; whereat, my Leader said : 
" Like others, too, art thou,— of feeble mind ? 

Here pity lives, when justly it is dead : 
Who sins, as he, that weeping, can resent 
Judgments Divine, pour'd on the guilty head ? 

Raise, raise thy face ; see him, for whom was rent 
The yawning earth, the Thebans looking on, 
When all exclaim'd, ' Whither so headlong bent, 

Amphiaraus ? From the war why gone ? ' 
Not for an instant his down-plunge he stay'd, 
Till reach'd, where Minos gripes the souls undone. 

See, of the back the bosom he has made ; 
Because too far in front he would explore, 
He looks behind, and now goes retrograde. 

Tiresias see, who doflFd the form he wore ; 
What time a female, of a male, he grew ; 
Transmuting all the limbs he had before. 

And him the fates constrained to strike anew, 
With his charm'd rod, the snaky pair entwin'd, 
Or ere the manly pens he could renew. 

That shade is Aruns, with his paunch behind ; 
Who there, where Luni rears its barren height, 
Beneath which dwells Carrara's delving hind, 

Secluded liv'd between the marbles white ; 
Whence from his cave the sea, and stars afar, 
Lay clear outspread before his dreamy sight. 

And she, "who with her loosen'd tresses bare 
Conceals her bosom, which thou dost not trace, 
And has behind each covering of hair, 

Was Manto, who a home in every place 
Sought, till she fix'd, where first my breath I drew : 
On which account hear me a little space. 

When that her father ceas'd the light to view, 
And Bacchus' city bow'd to slavery, 
She roam'd, good length of time, the wide world through. 
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There is a lake, in fair North Italy, 
Benacus call'd, beneath that Alpine brow, 
"Which above Tyrol locks in Germany. 

There through a thousand springs, and more, I trow, 
'Tween Garda and Camonica, Pennine 
Is bath'd ; the lake receives their mingled flow. 

Midway is found a spot, where the Trentine 
Bishop, and Brescia's, and Verona's, might, 
Chancing to pass, each bless with Holy Sign. 

Peschiera sits, strong on her beauteous site, 
The Bergamese and Brescians to oppose, 
Where lowest sinks the bank's surrounding height. 

The water there, whatever overflows 
Benacus' bosom, finds its course below ; 
And through the meadows. green, a river, goes : 

Such outlet found, its name is Mincio, 
No more Benacus : this it does retain 
Far as Governo, where it joins the Po. 

A little distance on, it finds a plain ; 
Spreading whereon, it stagnates in a fen, 
And oft in summer breeds the putrid bane. 

Passing from thence, the dire Maid chanc'd to ken, 
On the mid-swamp, a territory wide, 
Estrang'd entire from culture, and from men. 

In search of loneliness, she chose to abide 
There with her slaves, to ply their craft profound ; 

■ 

There liv'd ; and there, her body leaving, died. 
Nor long, before the people, scatter'd round, 

Assembled on that spot ; for it was made 

Strong by the marsh, that form'd its circling bound. 
Their city on her dead dry bones they laid ; 

And it from her, who first the station chose, 

Call'd Manto ; nor invok'd they further aid. 
The dwellers once in larger numbers rose, 

Before that Pinamonte's falsehood base 

On Casalodi's folly did impose. 
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I bid thee, therefore, of my native place 

If other origin to thee be told, 

Let no mendacious tale the truth deface/* 
And I : " Thy words such evidence unfold, 

Master, and so my faith arrest and bind, 

Others to me would prove but embers cold. 
But among these, that in procession wind, 

Say, seest thou any worthy of regard : 

For to this only still reverts my mind." 
Then he : " Yon shade, who from the cheek the beard 

Spreads on the swarthy shoulders, when so bare 

Was Greece of males, that scarce a child appeared 
Left in the cradles, through the stress of war, 

Was Augur ; and the point of time to sail 

At Aulis he, with Calchas, did declare. 
Eurypylus his name : and so the tale 

Fitly records my lofty Tragic lay : 

As well thou know'st ; for thou dost know it all. 
That other, with the loins so shrunk away, 

Was Michel Scot, who, for a certain, knew 

Of every magic art the juggling play. 
Guido Bonatti see ; Asdente, too ; 

Had he still car'd his cobbling craft to ply, 

Glad were he now ; but 'tis too late to rue. 
See the sad crones, who laid the needle by, 

The loom and spindle, fortunes to divine ; 

Who wrought with herbs and images a lie. 
But on ; for Gain already pales his shine, 

With Fork of Thorns, on either hemisphere, 

Beneath Seville drinking the Western brine ; 
And the moon shone last night, full-orb'd and clear : 

Thou must remember well, how great the good 

She brought thee in the gloomy Wood-land drear." 
He thus ; and we, meanwhile, our way pursued. 
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Op other things discoursing, than to write 

I care in this my tuneful Comedy, 

From bridge to bridge we came, and gain'd the height 
Of Malebolgfc, whence we stopp'd to spy 

Another cleft, and others' fruitless wail ; 

And strangely dim it struck my wondering eye., 
As, in the winter, at the Arsenal 

Of the Venetians boils th* adhesive tar, 

To caulk their ships, no longer fit to sail ; 
When kept on land the men have time to spare ; 

One a new vessel builds ; and one the hide, 

Leaky, through many a voyage, stops up with care. 
The stern one hammers, one the fore-part side ; 

These shape the oars, and these the cables twine ; 

Some stouter sails, mizen and main, provide. 
So, not by force of fire, but art Divine, 

The massy pitch was boiling down below, 

Glueing in every part the bordering line. 
I saw ; yet saw I nothing, but the show 

Of bubbles, raised by the boiling there ; 

And all was heaving, then subsiding slow. 
While, thus absorb'd, I bent with downward stare, 

Quick from the place, where I was standing, me 

My Guide withdrew, saying, " Beware ! beware I " 
Iturn'd me round, as one, who longs to see 

That, which once seen, he must avoid straightway, 

Whom panic fears unman to such degree, 
That for another glance he dares not stay : 

And I beheld a fiend, of coal-black hue, 

Speeding behind us on the rocky way. 
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Ah, what a direful aspect his to view I 
How show'd his gesture terrible, as light 

With wings outspread, aiding his feet, he flew ! 
His shoulder, high and sharp, a sinner's weight 

Press'd with both haunches, wide across him laid ; 
And of each foot he grasp'd the tendon tight. 
" O Malebranchfc, look ; here's one," he said, 

" Of Holy Zita's ' Ancients,' our just prey ; 

Pitch him below ; for others of his grade 
I to that plenteous land retrace my way : 

Except Bonturo, all are barterers there ; 

Quick turns, for money's gain, their ' No ' to * Yea.' " 
He dash'd him down, and o'er the flint-stone bare 

Turn'd back ; nor swifter could a mastiff bound, 

Let loose the robber to pursue and tear. 
The wretch plung'd in, and then came up, turn'd round : 

But, from their under-arch, the Demons grim 

Exclaim'd, " No ' Santo Volto ' here is found : 
Not here, as in the Serchio, people swim : 

If, then, thou likest not our hooks to try. 

Venture not forth beyond the pitchy brim.'* 
With countless prongs then striking him they cry : 

" Here, under cover, thou may'st dance and play, 

And, as best able, spoil clandestinely." 
Cooks make their scullions in no other way 

Poke boiling flesh beneath the cauldron's tide, 

Lest on the surface it should float, and stray. 
My Master then to me : " Go now, and hide, 

Crouching behind some cleft, which thee a screen 

Against thy being notic'd may provide. 
And toward me rude soe'er be their demean, 

Yet nothing fear : such things I fully know, 

Present, before, at like contentious scene." 
O'er the mid-bridge he wended down below ; 

And, reaching the Sixth bank, he well had need 

A countenance of bold resolve to show. 

6 
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With the same rage, the same tempestuous speed, 
That dogs lash out behind the tatter'd man, 
Who hastes at every stop his wants to plead ; 

Forth from beneath the bridge those devils ran, 
Their hooks all levell'd 'gainst him ; but he spake 
Instant : " All ye, your violence restrain. 

Ere me your victim with your prongs ye make, 
One of your troop, to hear me choose, and call : 
And then, for hooking me, your counsel take." 
" Let Malacoda go," they shouted all : 

So one advanc'd, the rest remaining still : 
And coming said : " What him can this avail ? " 
" Dost think to see me come without the Will 
Divine, and destiny's propitious aid, 
Preserv'd from all your implements of ill, 

Thus, Malacoda, far?" the Master said; 

" On let me pass ; for Heaven has will'd it so, 
That through this waste another I should lead." 

His arrogancy then fell down so low, 

That loose he dropp'd the flesh-hook at his feet ; 
And to the rest he said, " Safe let him go." 

And the Guide me address'd ; " thou, whose seat 
Is squat amidst the bridge's ruinous heap, 
Now safe rejoin me from thy close retreat." 

On this, I toward him mov'd with hurried step ; 
With forward rush when all the Demons rose ; 
So that I fear'd their pledge they would not keep* 

Such fear I saw the infantry disclose, 
. When from Caprona, under pledge, they went, 
And found them in the midst of mighty foes. 

I gat me to my Guide all close t intent 

I watch' d them, and mine eyes ne'er took so much, 
As once, from theirs, that look'd on mischief bent. 

Their prongs they lower'd. " Shall I gently touch 
Him on the crupper ?" one to another cried ; 
'Twas answer'd: "Ay, mind, nick him on the notch." 
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But he, that Demon-chief, who with my Guide 
Was still conferring, turn'd all round in haste, 
And said: " Still, still, Scarmiglione, abide." 
And then to us : " The path is no more trac'd 
Along this cliff; for the Sixth arch now lies 
All, at its basement, broken down, and waste. 

Still onward to advance if you devise, 
Ascend ye by this cavity ; for near 
Stretches another cliff, and way supplies. 

Yester, than now later five hours, the year 

Twelve hundred three score six had reach'd its end, 
Since all the pass was swept in shivers here. 

Thither I now a searching squadron send, 
If, chance, some shade, for air, his bound exceed ; 
Go in their company : they won't offend. 

March, Alichino ; Calcabrina, speed," 
He then 'gan order ; " thou, Cagnazzo, go : 
And Barbariccia shall the Decade lead. 

On, Libicocco ; on, Draghinazzo ; 
And thou, Ciriatto, with thy tusk of boar ; 
Mad Eubicante, Farfarello, too. 

Now all around the simmering pitch explore ; 
And these in safety marshal, till they be 
Where th' other ridge unbroken spans the shore." 
" Ay me ! " I cried, " what now is this I see ! 
Master, Oh, pray, dispense with any guide : 
Thou know'st the way : no guide I ask for me. 

An thou art still, as ever wont, sharp-eyed, 
Dost thou not see their grinning tushes bare, 
And how their scowls some mischief us betide ?" 

And he to me : " Dislikes me thy vain fear : 
Still let them grin, and to their hearts' content ; 
For 'tis at those sad wretches, stewing there." 

By the left bank the Demons turn'd and went : 
But 'tween the teeth each first had close confin'd 
His tongue — a signal, for the Captain meant ; 

And he had blown his trumpet from behind. 
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I have seen horsemen from the camp set out, 
Form for attack, and muster in full force, 
And for retreat, it may be, wheel about. 

Scouts I have seen over your country course, 
Aretines ! I've seen marauders fell, 
And tilting, and the joust of horse with horse, 

At signals, now of trumpet, now of bell ; 

With drums, with beacons from the towers afar, 
With things our own, and foreign things as well : 

But never at so strange a pipe of war 
Seen have I cavalry advance, or foot ; 
Nor vessel, motion'd from the land, or star. 

By the ten Demons on our journey brought, 
We went : ah, dread attendance ! but they say, 
" At Church with saints ; at tavern with the sot." 

Still on the pitch I mus'd, to learn each way 
Of the deep chasm, and what their state might be, 
Who in the grim enclosure sweltering lay. 

Arching their backs, as dolphins ride the sea, 
That sailors warn'd may time for counsel gain, 
How best to save their ship from jeopardy; 

So now and then, to mitigate the pain, 
His back some sinner on the surface show'd ; 
And swifter, than it lightens, hid again. 

And, as the frogs the snout alone protrude, 
While standing at the swampy water's brink, 
Concealing so the body and feet ; thus stood 

The sinners all about this gloomy sink ; 
But, at the sight of Barbariccia near, 
They hasten'd quick beneath the pitch to slink. 
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I saw — thereat my heart still quails with fear — 
One linger still ; as it befalls sometime, 
While th' other frog darts off, one will not stir. 

Then Graffiacan, who stood most near the brim, 
Seiz'd with a hook the gummy matted hair, 
And haul'd him, like an otter from the stream. 

I knew the name, that every Demon bare ; 
For them, when pick'd, I view'd with heedful eye, 
And, when they call'd each other, mark'd with care. 
" Kubicante ! to the back apply, 

Therewith to skin him whole, the grappling claws," 
The cursed fiends rais'd simultaneous cry. 

And I : "If possible, dear Master, cause 
That we may know, who 'tis, in evil tide 
Thus fall'n within his adversary's paws." 

My Leader then drew closely to his side, 
And ask'd him, whence he was : " I of Navarre 
In the fair realm was born," the shade replied. 
" My mother plac'd me to a Noble there ; 
For to a ribald, who himself, and fame, 
And all his goods, had squandered, she me bare. 

Then page to good King Thibault I became : 
'Twas here I me embark'd in barterings foul, 
For which I reckon in this scalding flame." 

And Ciriatto, from whose swinish jowl 
A tusk, on either side, gave fierce display, 
Quick made him feel, how one could rip and maul. 

The mouse to naughty cats had fall'n a prey : 
. But Barbariccia clasp'd him safe, and said : 
" While I thus hold him, keep ye far away." 

Then to my Master he inclin'd his head, 
Saying ; " If more from him thou seek'st to know, 
Ask, ere a second mangling blow be sped." 

The Guide, " Now tell me, the deep pitch below 
Is any Latian sunk, art thou aware." 
Then he ; " One such I left, short time ago, 
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When parting ; one, who liv'd that country near : 
Oh, that with him I still were cover'd o'er, 
No claw, no tenter-hook would make me fear ! " 

And Libicocco : " We can stand no more : " 
And hook'd him by the arm, as thus he spoke ; 
So that a quivering shred away he tore. 

And Draghinazzo long'd to inflict a stroke 

Under the legs ; whereat, him round and round 
Wheel'd the Decurion with a threatening look. 

When somewhat of repose their rage had found, 
My Guide demanded him without delay, 
As still he musing gaz'd upon the wound ; 
" Who was the spirit, of whom thou didst say, 
Amiss thou leftest him, to reach this place ? " 
He answer'd ; " Friar Gomita, who the sway 

Held o'er Gallura, of all fraud the vase : 
His master's enemies to such degree 
He kept in hand, they all pronounce his praise. 

Their bribes he took, and ' coolly ' set them free — 
'Tis his own word : in other trusts, as well, 
The first, not last, of barterers was he. 

With him Don Michel Zanche herds in Hell — 
Of Logodoro ; and with ceaseless din 
Their tongues unwearied of Sardinia tell. 

Woe's me ! behold that other's spiteful grin : 
More would I say ; but terribly I fear, 
He is preparing now to grate my skin." 

Th' High Marshal then to Farfarel drew near, 
Whose eyes, to strike, were rolling on the stretch, 
And said : " Thou Hell-kite, back toward the rear." 
" If 'tis your wish," resum'd the trembling wretch, 
" To hear or see Tuscans or Lombards, straight 
Them hither from beneath I'll call, and fetch. 

But let the Malebranche hence retreat 

Some space, that none their vengeance so may dread ; 
And I, this place, retaining for my seat, 
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For one, as I, will seven have hither led ; 
What time, I hiss, as 'tis our wont to do, 
When any peer from out the clotty bed." 

At such a speech, his muzzle Cagnazzo 

Upcurling shook his head : " Oh, hear," he cried, 
" A trick prepense : he means to plunge below." 

Then he, all rich in subterfuge, replied : 

" Tricksome in this, forsooth, too much am I, 
When thus for mine more sorrow I provide." 

Brook'd Alichin no more, but, contrary 
To all the rest, exclaim'd : " If down thou move, 
Thee I'll n<j£ chase upon my feet, but fly 

With airy swoop the pitchy surge above : 

The summit leave ; yon bank shall serve as screen : 
See now, if thou, or we, the stronger prove." 

Header, here's a novel gamesome scene ! 
Each look'd to th' other side, and first of these 
He, to the plan who most adverse had been. 

His nick of time well took the Navarrese ; 
Firm planted he his foot ; then, swift as thought, 
Sprang, and their fierce design escap'd with ease. 

Each suddenly to keen remorse was brought ; 
He chiefly, who had caus'd their wish to fail : 
Therefore he rush'd, and shouted; " Thou art caught." 

But little could his eagerness prevail : 

Swifter than wings was fear ; one downward went ; 
Th' other above rose on his volant sail. 

So when the falcon nears with ill intent, 
Th' observant duck dives to the bottom quick : 
Foil'd he returns, his grief and rage to vent. 

Indignant Calcabrina at the trick 
Flying pursues him close ; yet feels delight, 
The sinner 'scap'd, a quarrel thence to pick. 

And, as the barterer was no more in sight, 

So, on his mate he turn'd his claws with haste, 
And on him o'er the pit was grappled tight. 



8$ THE INFERNO. 

But a true goshawk th' other show'd, so fast 
He clutch'd him ; headlong now adown they fell, 
In the mid boiling lake together cast. 

Soon serv'd the heat their strife to unloose, and quell ; 
But all in vain they struggled for the land, 
So clogg'd their pinions in the viscous swell. 

Then Barbariccia, with his sorrowing band, 
Quick to .the other bank dispatches four 
Arm'd with harpoons : each for his proper stand 

Quick parted, flying diverse, and reach'd the shore ; 
Their hooks they then extended to the pair 
Lim'd in the pitch, all stew'd, and smarting sore : 

And thus in so great mess we left them there. 
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Apart, in silence, and in solitude, 

We forward mov'd, he first, and I behind ; 
As Minor Friars wend in pensive mood. 

To M sop's fable my reflecting mind 
Was carried back by the Demonian fight, 
Where he relates how frog and mouse combin'd. 

For " Ay " and " Yea " no closer may unite, 
Than this with th' other tallies, if the end 
With the beginning we conjoin aright. 

And rapidly as thought to thought will tend, 
So, of my first, a second soon was born, 
Doubling my former fear, when both did blend. 

My reasoning this : Through us these Demons scorn 
And damage have sustain'd ; such insult, too, 
As, in my full belief, they sore must mourn. 

If angry passions on malignant grow, 

Fiercer than hound, who mouths and mauls the prey, 
Instant they'll now pursue us, as we go. 
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I felt my hair all bristling with dismay, 
And halted, eagerly towards the rear 
Listening ; then said, '4 Unless, without delay, 

Master, thou hide us both, I greatly fear 
These Malebranche : they are us behind ; 
I fancy them quite close, I feel them here." 

And he : " Were I a mirror lead-enlin'd, ' 
Not sooner should I catch thy form outside, 
Than I partake th' impression of thy mind. 

E'en now thy thoughts with mine were so allied, 
Pourtray'd alike in gesture and in face, 
That I one- counsel fram'd, of either side. 

Should the right bank, o'erhanging towards its base, 
Grant us a passage, that we so descend, 
We shall elude th* imaginary chase." 

He scarce such counsel had the time to end, 
Before I saw them in full wing appear, 
Now at our very heels, to seize and rend. 

Quick snatch'd me up my Guide with panick-fear ; 
Like as a mother, whom the cries awake, 
Seeing the flames destructive kindled near, 

Quick snatches up her boy, their flight to make ; 
Of self so mindless, he so much her care, 
She lingers not her seemly dress to take : 

Then down supinely from the rocky stair 
He slid towards a pendent crag, that lay 
Flanking one side of th' other opening bare. 

Water more rapidly ne'er sped its way 
Down the incline, a land mill-wheel to move, 
When on the ladles it begins to play, 

Than shot my Master from the scarp above ; 
Bearing me, folded in his arms outspread, 
Not as companion, but his child of love. 

His feet had only just the nether bed 
Beach'd deep below, when they th' impending height 
Had gain'd ; yet nothing here occasion'd dread. 
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For the high Providence, who gave them right 
O'er the fifth Chasm deputed sway to bear, 
Within this tether had restrain'd their flight. 

Beneath we met a tribe bepainted fair, 

Who weeping pac'd the round, exceeding slow ; 
Jaded their looks, and quite subdued with care. 

Cloaks they had on with cowls, that from the brow 
Reach'd o'er their eyes ; a fashion these display'd, 
Resembling what the monks at Cologne show. 

With gilt, to dazzling, they are overlaid ; 
Within 'tis leaden all ; a weight so sore, 
That Frederick's, methinks, of straw were made. 

mantle, ponderous for evermore ! 

With them we turn'd to the left hand again, 
Eager to know their sorrow's secret store. 

But the dead cumbrance, wearying every vein, 
So stay'd their progress, that, each step we took, 
Brought us beside a new and separate train. 
" See here," I therefore to my Leader spoke, 

" If soul we know, by deed or name renown'd : 
And, as we still pass on, around thee look." 

And one, who knew the Tuscan accent's sound, 
Cried to us from behind : " Arrest your speed, 
Ye, who so fast traverse the air embrown'd. 

'Tis I, perchance, who can supply thy need : " 

The Guide, on this, turn'd him and said ; " Now stay, 
And then, according to his pace, proceed." 

1 stopp'd, and by their looks saw two betray 
Vast eagerness of mind with me to be ; 

But hinder'd them the load, and narrow way. 
Arriv'd, they view'd me with side-peering eye, 
Staring some length of time ; yet nothing said : 
Then thus conferr'd between them privily. 
" This, by his breathing, lives ; if both are dead, 
What the prerogative, by which they gain 
Licence to doff the mighty load of lead ? 
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O Tuscan ! " then they said, " that to the train 

Collegiate of sad hypocrites art come, 

Declare, who art thou ; nor our suit disdain." 
And I to them : " My birth-place and my home 

Was the great city, on fair Arno's stream ; 

The flesh, I ever had — in it I roam. 
But who are ye, whose anguish, it would seem, 

Melts into tears, so large distilling down ? 

And what your grief, that casts so fierce a gleam ? " 
And one replied : " The cowls of orange tone 

Are of so thick a lead, that th' overweight 

Forces the balances to creak, and groan. 
We were ' Boon Friars,' of Bologna's State : 

I, Catalano nam'd ; Lotringo, he ; 

Both by thy city chosen to arbitrate ; 
As custom was, for its tranquillity, 

One umpire to select : and to this day 

Gardingo tells what arbiters were we." 
" Friars ! " I began, " your griefs array " — 

But stopp'd ; for straight I saw upon the plain 

One on a three-stak'd cross who prostrate lay. 
Beholding me, he writh'd him all in pain, 

Fluttering his beard with strong impetuous sigh : 

The which observing, Friar Catalan 
Then said; " That shade confix'd, on whom thine eye 

Rests so abstracted, taught the Pharisees, 

That one man for the nation ought to die. 
Athwart the path, expos 'd to vulgar gaze, 

Stark naked, he must feel, as thou dost see, 

How heavy, ere it pass, each body weighs. 
Hie consort's father in this ditch, as he, 

Lies thus distent, with those, whose counsels sow'd 

Seed to the Jews of grief, and infamy." 
Then saw I, how in wonder Virgil stood 

Above him, in his endless banishment 

So vilely crucified, and under-trod. 
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He then address'd the Friar ; " Be content, 
If none deny you liberty, to say 
Whether there lies towards the right a vent, 

By which from hence we may secure a way ; 
Not needing the black Angel-host be sped 
Our exit from this bottom to display." 
" There is a stone," he thereat answered, 

" Nearer than, peradventure, thou dost hope ; 
From the main wall it juts, and then is spread 

High over all the vales, save where the cope 
Is shatter'd ; you can scale the splinter'd nook, 
Where shelving it commands the adverse slope." 

Awhile the Chief stood still, depress'd in look ; 
Then said ; "He falsely counsell'd for our need, 
Who yonder spikes the sinners on his hook." 

The Friar then : " Much at Bologna indeed 
I heard spoke 'gainst the Devil : he's a ' liar ' — 
So was I told — and ' liars love to breed.' " 

This said, with look disturb'd, denoting ire, 
Striding apace the Guide advancing mov'd : 
I left the shades of heavy lead-attire, 

Following the traces of the feet belov'd. 
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In the year's vernal dawn, what time the sun 
Under Aquarius warms his locks, when days 
Well-nigh with nights an equal journey run ; 

And on the ground the dewy frost pourtrays 
The image of her sister blanch and bright, 
But soon in her soft feathery film decays : 

The villager, whose fodder fails him quite, 
Bises, and looks around, and sees the plains 
All whitening : sore dishearten'd at the sight 
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He smites his thigh, goes home, and there remains, 
Like some poor wretch, not knowing what to do ; 
Then walks abroad once more, and hope regains, 

Now, as the landscape chang'd salutes his view, 
Chang'd all so soon : his switch he takes in hand, 
And speeds the little flock to pastures new. 

Thus in despond the Master made me stand, 
At sight of him so wroth ; and, thus applied, 
Quick to my healing came the plaister bland. 

For, when we reach'd the shatter 'd bridge, the Guide 
Turn'd him towards me with that beamy face, 
Which at the Mountain's foot I first espied. 

He stood in self-debate some little space, 
After close survey of the ruin there ; 
Then took me up with open-arm'd embrace. 

And as the man, who, while he works, takes care, 
Forecasting what comes next to task his pain ; 
So towards the summit of the craggy stair 

While lifting me he view'd the rocks again ; 

" And grapple, next, firm on that splint," he said ; 
" But first try well, if it thy weight sustain." 

No path was this for one of hooded head : 
Though I was propp'd, and he a naked sprite, 
Yet scarce from hold to hold we labouring sped. 

And, if from that enclosure's arching height 
The passage were not shorter, than elsewhere, 
Whate'er his strength, mine would have fail'd me quite. 

But, because Malebolge, as we near 
Where lowest sinks the Well, with sloping breast 
Bends o'er the trenches, as must needs appear, 

One side stands high, the other sinks depress'd : 
At last, howe'er, we gain'd the point we meant, 
Where the last stone breaks from the rifted crest. 

When on the top, my breath was all forspent : 
Unable to advance I sat me down, 
No sooner than arriv'd, and resting leant. 
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" Thus tried, thou must thine indolence disown," 
The Master said ; "for seats of downy plume 
And quilted couches lead not to renown ; 

Without acquiring which, who life consume, 
Leave of themselves on earth such trace behind, 
As froth on water ; in the air, as fume. 

Up therefore quick : with energy of mind 
Conquer thy gasping : mind can never fail 
Save when the cumbrous flesh its impulse bind. 

A longer stair it needs thee yet to scale ; 
'Tis not enough to have escap'd this foe : 
Thou know'st my drift — so act, that it avail.*' 

Then sprang I on my legs, and tried to show 
An energy assum'd, beyond my power, 
And cried : " Advance, I'm strong and daring now." 

We scal'd the cliff with difficulty sore ; 

'Twas rough, precipitous, and far less wide, 
Less easy of ascent than that before. 

Discourse I still prolong'd, therewith to hide 
My weariness ; whereat, a voice to speak 
Confusedly was heard from th' other side. 

I know not what it said, though on the peak 
Aloft I stood, that arching spans the ground ; 
Yet seem'd the words from one enrag'd to break. 

Down was I bending, but the depth profound 
Baffled the vigorous sight, so dark the space ; 
Wherefore I said ; " Master, that other bound 

Contrive to reach ; descend we from this place ; 
I hear from hence, and cannot understand, 
And so I look beneath, and nothing trace." 
" To thee my sole response," he answer'd bland, 
" Is what I do : not words, but actions, best 
Second an upright and a fair demand." 

We came descending from the bridge's crest 

To the Eighth bank ; and then from where we stood 
The enclosure of the chasm was manifest. 
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And in it I perceiv'd a hideous brood 

Of serpents heap'd, so strange in kind and show, 
That the remembrance still repels my blood. 
No more let sandy Libya boasting go : 
For, though Chelyders, Pareas, Jaculi, 
She breeds, with Cenchris, Amphisbaenas too ; 
Of pests so many, of such cruelty, 

She ne'er, with Ethiop all, show'd such a troop ; 
Nor with the confines of Erythra's sea. 
All in the midst of this sad savage group, 
Were running naked ones, in dire affright, 
Hopeless of lurking hole, or heliotrope. 
Their hands behind with snakes were fetter'd tight ; 
These in their loins infix'd the tail and head, 
And full in front the horrid knots unite. 
And lo I upon a shade, who near us sped, 
A serpent darted with a furious bound, 
And pierc'd him, where the neck and shoulders wed. 
Written so quick was 0, or I, ne'er found, 

As flaring up he blaz'd ; and then was doom'd, 
Turn'd ashes, as he fell, to strew the ground. 
And after he was thus to dust consum'd, 
Ash join'd to ash again ; and instantly, 
As of themselves, the spectral form resum'd. 
So dies, and so revives, in Araby 
The Phoenix, as philosophers have said, 
When the five hundred years he draweth nigh. 
Alive, he pastures not on herb or blade ; 
Only on tears of spice and frankincense : 
And nard and myrrh embalm and swathe him dead. 
As one, who falls, yet knoweth not from whence, 
Whether by power Demonian dragg'd and bound, 
Or fit of epileptick violence, 
When lifted up, stares vacantly around, 

Stagger'd and stunn'd by the convulsive shock, 
And fetches, as he stares, a sigh profound ; 
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Such, when he rose, this malefactor's look. 

Justice of God, how merciless art thou, 

That hurlest thy revenge with such a stroke ! 
The Leader ask'd him who he was to show : 

" I rain'd from Tuscany," he answer'd then, 

" Into this gullet drear, short time ago. 
Me pleas'd the life of brutes, and not of men, 

Mule that I was ; beast Vanni Fucci nam'd : 

For me Pistoia was a worthy den." 
" Bid him not shirk," I to the Guide exclaim'd : 

" Demand what crime here thrust him ; for I knew 

Him erst a man of blood, and rage untam'd." 
The sinner heard my words, and answer'd true : 

Toward me with all his soul he bent his face, 

And ting'd him sad with ignominious hue. 
Then said : " Far more it pains me in this place 

Thus wretched to be caught, and seen of thee, 

Than when on earth I perish'd in disgrace. 
That, which thou dost inquire, I can't deny : 

Here am I cast so low, because I stole 

The beauteous vestments from the Sacristy. 
The sin was charg'd upon another soul : 

Yet, that it joy thee not on me to gaze, 

If ever thou escape this dismal hole, 
Give heed to the foreboding voice I raise : 

O'er Neri lost Pistoia first shall wail ; 

Florence then change her citizens and ways ; 
Mars suck a fiery fog from Magra's vale ; 

Thick turbid clouds invest it all around. 

And on Piceno's field shall it assail 
Wild angry tempest ; thence with thundering sound 

So sudden he shall rive the cloud apart, 

That every Bianco shall resent the wound : 
And this I thee have told, to grieve thy heart." 



( 97 ) 



CANTO XXV. 

Ended his words, both hands the thief uprear'd — 
Sign, meant a shameless insult to convey — 
Crying out ; " Take it, God : at Thee 'tis squar'd." 

The serpents were my friends from that same day ; 
For round his neck one then its spires entwin'd, 
As saying ; " I forbid thee more to say." 

Another round his arms its length did wind, 
Clenching him fast in front ; so that no room 
To wag the sacrilegious wretch might find. 

Pistoia, Ah, Pistoia, why not doom 
Thyself to ashes, and so end thy days ; 
Beyond thy fathers', since thy sins presume ? 

I never saw, through all the dark Hell-maze, 
A spirit — no, not his, at Thebes who died — 
Against the Lord of such contemptuous ways. 

Speaking no more, he fled : and now I spied 
A Centaur, all in wrath, come, threatening harm : 
" Where is the reprobate ? Oh, where ? " he cried. 

Never, methinks, Maremma bred a swarm 
Of snakes, innumerous, as those he bare 
On the broad haunch, whence springs our human form. 

Grim on his shoulders, 'neath the hindmost hair, 
With wings distended wide a Dragon lay : 
It wraps in flames all, whom he meeteth there. 
" 'Tis Cacus," said my Lord, " who of his prey 
A bloody crimson lake full-often made, 
Under the rock of Aventine's high- way. 

He goes not with his fellows of like trade ; 
For the great herd erroneous to his den, 
Not by brute force, but cunning, he convey'd. 

7 
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For this, his crooked deeds were finish'd, when 
Alcides' club dispatch'd him ; which, I trow, 
Dealt hundred blows, he scarcely feeling ten." 
While thus he spake, the Centaur pass'd ; and lo ! 
Beneath our feet drew near us spirits three, 
Whose coming nor my Guide, nor I, did know, 
Until they loud address'd us ; " Who are ye ? " 
Therefore our parley ceas'd, and we became 
Intent alone on this new company. 

I recogniz'd them not ; but, as the same 
May by some chance occasional betide, 
One had to call the other by his name, 

Inquiring ; " In what place does Gianfa hide ? " 
Across my chin and lips my finger now 
I plac'd, to fix th' attention of my Guide. 

If to give credence, Header, thou art slow 
To what I shall recount, 'twill not surprise ; 
For I, who saw, can scarce its truth allow. 

As on the three I rivetted mine eyes, 
Lo ! a six-footed serpent makes a bound 
In front of one, to whom its length it ties. 

With the mid-feet it clasp'd the belly round ; 
With the fore-feet the arms it strict confin'd ; 
On both the cheeks then fix'd th' indented wound. 

The hind-feet it deploy'd, the thighs to bind ; 
And then the tail between them out of sight 
It thrust, and bent it in a curl behind. 

Ne'er to a tree did ivy cling so tight, 
Enrooting, as around the limbs was seen 
The brute his own to twist with all his might. 

Both stuck, as if of heated wax they'd been, 
And fus'd their colours ; so that now nor one, 
Nor th' other, longer show'd its former mien ; 

Ere the flame break, as shows a tint of brown, 
Discolouring the paper's fair outside, 
Which is not black, and yet the white is gone. 
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Th' other two shades beheld ; and each one cried, 
" Ay me I Agnel ; what transformation new ! 
See, thou dost neither one, nor twain, abide." 

Two heads already into one head grew: 
We saw two shapes co-mingled from a face, 
In which not one, nor th' other, came to view. 

Into two arms four lengths reduc'd their space ; 
With the legs, belly, and chest, the thighs became 
Such limbs, as ne'er were seen in any race. 

Gone utterly was now the former frame ; 
Two, and yet neither, look'd the mongrel rare ; 
And so it pass'd, with tardy gait, and lame. 

As, underneath the scourging fierce dog-star, 
Athwart the path, the adverse hedge to gain, 
The lizard darts with a quick lightning-glare ; 

So coming towards the paunch of th' other twain 
A snaky reptile look'd, with fire imbued, 
Livid and black, as any pepper-grain. 

In one of them the part, by which our food 
We first receive, it pierc'd quite through ; as dead, 
Then down before the thief it dropp'd subdued : 

On it the pierc'd one gaz'd, but nothing said, 
Yawn'd only, and stood still with rigid feet, 
Like one by sleep, or fever, captive led. 

Dire looks they interchang'd with eyes firm set : 
From the wound one, from the mouth th' other, sent 
A smoking strong ; and smoke with smoke now met. 

Let Lucan of Nassidius be content, 
Of sad Sabellus, too, no more to sing, 
But hear attentive what my lips must vent. 

No more let Ovid tales of Cadmus bring, 
Of Arethusa : jealous I am not : 
Though him he makes a snake ; and her, a spring. 

For never did he once conceive the thought 
So, front to front, two natures to transmute, 
That 'twixt them both an interchange was wrought. 
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Now mutually their limbs each other suit : 
Into a fork its tail the reptile tare ; 
His feet the shade contracted for the brute. 

The legs and thighs cemented with such care, 
To frame one limb, that soon the junction-seam 
No visible appearance longer bare. 

The tail bisected now appear'd the same, 
As what the other lost ; and so the skin, 
Soft in the one, in th' other hard became. 

I saw the arms the arm-pits enter in ; 

And how the serpent's feet protruding grew, 

As in the shade they turn'd more short and thin. 

Together then the two hind-feet we view 
Twisted, to form the member man conceals ; 
That member in the wretch spread out in two. 

"While the fierce smoke with a new colour veils 
The forms of both, and generates on one 
The hair, which now it from the other steals, 

One rose upright, the other tumbled down ; 
Yet so, as not to shift their thievish eyes, 
Beneath whose glaring watch each new was grown. 

For he, who stood, his face made higher rise ; 
And from the surplus flesh two ears he drew 
Forth from the flatten'd cheeks, in proper guise. 

Of what still stay'd in front the residue 
Form'd on the countenance the human nose, 
And thicken'd into lips, to nature true. 

He, who was down, the snout projecting throws, 
And pulls the ears within the sharpen'd head, 
As when its horns a snail is seen to enclose. 

And now the tongue, which once for speech was made, 
Of form compact, divides ; in the other one, 
Once fork'd, it shrinks : and so the smoke is laid. 

The soul, that hence a brutish form did own, 
Along the vale flies hissing ; and behind 
Goes th' other, foaming wrath with spattering moan. 
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Towards him his shoulders new he then inclin'd, 
And said to th' other ; " Crawling here apace, 
As I did, I would now have Buoso wind." 

Thus change and counter-change I saw take place 
In the Seventh hole ; and novelty let hear 
The blame, if too minutely here I trace. 

And, though mine eyes somewhat confounded were, 
And the strange scene depress'd my mind, yet so 
These shades could not thus covert disappear, 

But that I should Puccio Sciancato know : 
'Twas he alone, who kept his primal state, 
Of the three first, who came : Gaville, thou 

Dost still deplore that other's dreadful fate. 
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Florence, be glad, so mighty art thou grown, 
Flapping thy pinions wide o'er land and main ; 
And all through Hell stretches thy vast renown. 

Five such grandees among the thieving train 
I found — thy citizens : this brings me shame, 
And thou no brilliant honour hence dost gain. 

But, if near morning-dawn the truth we dream, 

Thou to thy grief, short time from hence, shalt know 
What Prato longs for thee ; none else I name. 

Nor premature, if come already now — 
Yes, welcome now, since so ordain'd to be ; 
And more 'twill pain me, as in years I grow. 

We parted thence, and by th' acclivity, 

O'er which we came, with boulders rudely laid, 
My Guide regain'd the height, and drew up me. 

Along the ridge our lonesome path we made, 
Mid splints and jagged heaps, where all in vain 
The foot had stepp'd, without the hand's sure aid. 
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Then sore I griev'd, and sore I grieve again, 
My mind recalling what I there descried, 
And, more than wont, my genius I restrain, 

Lest it break loose and Virtue cease to guide ; 
So what the good kind star, or higher grace, 
Has granted, by myself be me denied. 

Fire-flies as many, as the swain might trace, 
Besting on some fair knoll — what time the sun 
t Least veils from men the lustre of his face, 

When, follow'd by the gnat, the fly is gone — 
Cluster'd adown the valley — where, may be, 
His work of vintage, or of tilth, is done — 

Like numerous in the whole Eighth cavity 
Were shining seen the flames, as I the crest 
Attain'd, whence all was open to the eye. 

And like as he, who with the bears redress'd 
His wrongs, saw great Elijah's parting car, 
When up direct to Heaven the horses press'd, 

Yet was unable to pursue it far, 

Or otherwise to track the radiant glow, 

Than as it might some nebulous speck appear ; 

Thus mov'd each flame along the gorge below ; 
For every flame a sinner wrapp'd within, 
But none externally the theft would show. 

Tiptoe I stood upon the bridge, to win 

The sight beneath, and, lost the rock's firm hold, 
Should, without push behind, have fallen in. 

The Guide, on seeing me thus attent and bold, 
Told me; " Within the fires the spirits are : 
Each swathes him in his own consuming fold." 
" My Master," I replied; " when thee I hear, 
My mind grows confident ; but I was led 
To deem it so, and wish'd it to declare. 

Who tenants yonder flame, whose towering head 
Disparted minds me of the funeral pyre, 
For Eteocles and his brother spread 2" 
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He answer'd me; " Ulysses in that fire 
And Diomede are tortur'd : thus the two 
Haste to joint torment, as before to ire. 

'Tis there the ambush of that horse they rue, 
Which prov'd the doorway, whence the noble host 
Of Eomans issued, and their lineage drew. 

And here is rued the craft, Achilles lost 
Whereby Deidamia still does wail : 
Here, too, they quit the robb'd Palladium's cost.'' 
" Master," I said, " if in these flames avail 
The power of speech, thee instantly I pray, 
And thee with prayers, a thousandfold, assail, 

That to my waiting here thou say not, Nay, 
Till the horn'd cresset shall approach us near : 
See how my yearning heart inclines that way." 

And he to me ; " Well worthy is thy prayer 
Of no scant praise ; therefore I give consent : 
Only take heed that thou thy tongue forbear. 

Leave speech to me : I know thy mind's intent 
Already ; as fastidious Greeks, may be, 
The rudeness of thy phrase they will resent." 

Soon as the flame had reach'd the spot, when he 
Deem'd it the time, and place, most fit to inquire, 
I heard him thus enforce the earnest plea. 
" ye ! who twain lodge in a single fire, 
If in my life of you I merited, 
If more or less of merit claims my lyre, 

When in the world I wrote the JEneid, 
No further move ye on ; but let one name, 
Where, spurning life, he nobly sought the dead." 

On this, the greater horn of th' ancient flame 
Murmuring began to shake itself, as though 
Some wind with rude assault it overcame. 

And then the crest, vibrating to and fro, 
Like to a tongue in utterance, contriv'd 
Articulated speech abroad to throw. 
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" When Circe I escap'd, who me deceiv'd 

More than twelve months, nigh to Gaeta, ere 
That title from JEneas it receiv'd, 
Nor duty to mine aged sire, nor dear 

Joy in my son, with that sweet love combuTd, 
Claim'd by Penelope, her heart to cheer, 
Could over-rule the ardour of my mind 

To gain experience, what the world might be, 
And learn the good and evil in mankind. 
I launch'd me forth on the deep open sea, 
Lone in a single ship ; and with that train, 
In number few, who ne'er deserted me. 
Both continents I saw, as far as Spain, 
Far as Morocco and Sardinia's isle, 
With others, bath'd by the same circling main. 
Myself was now, as they, who shar'd my toil, 
Grown stiff and old, when to that frith confin'd 
We came, where stands the monitory pile 
Of Hercules, man's enterprize to bind : 

On my right hand I Seville left, and pass'd, 
When on the other Ceuta was behind. 
1 brothers, who have reach'd the far-off West, 
In face of dangers numberless,' I said, 
* For this brief season — it may be our last — 
For vigorous waking up of heart and head, 

Following the sun, grudge not yourselves the view 
Of the new world, not yet inhabited. 
Think of th' original, from whence ye grew : 
'Twas not to live, as brutes, that ye were made ; 
But knowledge and all goodness to pursue.' 
So sharpeu'd I my comrades by the aid 
Of these few simple words, the voyage to run, 
That scarce their eagerness I could have stay'd. 
And so, the stern turn'd toward the rising sun, 
We wing'd our oary and infatuate flight, 
Still more and more gaining the larboard on. 
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All the clear stars of th' other pole the night 
Contemplated, with ours, depress'd so low, 
It rose not from the ocean-floor to sight. 

Five times rekindled, lost five times to view, 
Was th' under-shining lustre of the moon, 
Since we essay'd the painful transit new ; 

When there appear'd, dim in the distance thrown, 
A Mountain ; and, methought, it soar'd so high, 
As in my memory to stand alone. 

We joy'd ; hut grief soon superseded joy : 
For from the land new-found a storm was whirl'd, 
Which struck the ship, her forepart to destroy. 

Her round three times with a full sea it twirl'd ; 
At the fourth shock, the stern it high uprear'd ; 
Then down the prow — so Heaven decreed — was hurl'd : 

Beneath the closing sea we dis appear'd." 
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Already was the flame erect, and still, 
From ended speech ; already was it gone, 
With the sweet Poet's licence and good will ; 

Behind it, when another moving on 
Turn'd our regard towards its summit bright, 
By reason of its strange discordant groan. 

As the Sicilian bull — so to requite — 
First bellow'd with his cry, whose file with skill 
Its vocal form had so attun'd aright, 

With the same strange lament kept bellowing still ; 
So that, for all 'twas but a brazen frame, 
It seem'd, nathless, susceptible of ill ; 

Thus lacking outlet, with effect the same, 
The throttled tones of inly smother'd woe 
First sounded forth, as though it were the flame : 
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But, after they had gain'd the upmost brow, 
Which stirr'd them with the wavy pointed crest, 
As had the tongue, when rising from below, 

We heard it thus : " thou, toward whom address'd 
In phrase of Lombardy my voice I turn, 
Who said'st, * Now go, I thee no more molest ; ' 

Though somewhat slow I'm come, of thee to learn, 
Grieve not awhile to pause and converse hold : 
Behold, it grieves me not ; and lo ! I burn. 

If, of a truth, into this blinded world 

Thou but of late, from that sweet Latium dear 
Whence all my guilt I gather, hast been hurl'd ; 

Have the Bomagnuols, tell me, peace or war ? 
For of the heights between Urbino I am, 
And those, where Tiber first unlocks her bar." 

Still was I stooping low, with strenuous aim, 
To listen, when my Leader touch'd my side, 
Saying : " Speak thou ; this one from Latium came." 

Without delay I readily replied, 
As one, whose words were pre-arrang'd with care ; 
" spirit ! in the flame down yonder hid, 

Thine own Bomagna is not free from war, 
War in her tyrants' hearts ; nor e'er was so : 
But none declar'd and raging left I there. 

Bavenna stands, as wont for years to do ; 
There broods Polenta's Eagle, as to screen 
Under his wings distended Cervia too. 

The land of such protracted strife, the scene, 
Which gory heaps of slaughter'd Frenchmen knew, 
Lies subject to the Lion's paws of green. 

The Mastiffs of Verrucchio, old and new, 
Who evil sway over Montagna bare, 
Follow their wont — their teeth a boring screw. 

Lamone's, and Santerno's cities fair, 
To the young Lion argent-fielded bow, 
Who changes sides with seasons of the year. 
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And she, whose flank washes the Savio, 
As seated 'twixt the mountain and the plain, 
Freedom and thraldom doth alternate know. 

Now, who art thou, to tell us kindly deign : 
My willing speech, in thy good turn, repay : 
So may thy name on earth its front maintain." 

After the fire, in its accustom'd way, 
Had somewhat roar'd, it wav'd the sharpen'd crest 
Now here, now there ; and then was heard to say ; 
" If I believ'd my words to one address'd, 
Who to the earth could possibly return, 
No further shaking should this flame molest ; 

But, since none ever from this deep- sunk bourn 
Alive retrac'd his steps, if truth I hear, 
I answer thee ; nor fear reproach to earn. 

A soldier I was first, then Cordelier : 
In faith, thus girt, my sins to expiate ; 
And blessed fruit such faith was sure to bear, 

But for the Pontiff — cursed be his fate ! — 
Who caus'd my wayward feet again to stray : 
And how, and wherefore, I will now relate. 

So long as I inform'd the flesh and clay 
My mother gave me, every work I plann'd 
The fox and not the lion did betray. 

Ways to detect, to practise underhand — 
I knew them all ; and all so well I plied, 
My fame resounding went through every land. 

When I perceiv'd that of my life the tide 
Was ebbing to that point, when every man 
Need lower the sails, and coil the ropes aside, 

What was my joy at first now gave me pain : 
I made my shrift and penitential prayer — 
Ah, hapless me ! it would have prov'd my gain. 

The Prince of our new Pharisees, who near 
The Church of Lateran — nor yet with Jew, 
Nor yet with Saracen, engag'd in war ; 
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Because a Christian was his every foe ; 
And none to raze strong Acre's fort had been ; 
None merchant to the Soldan's land did go — 

Nought minded, in himself, the call Divine, 
And his chief Office ; nor, in me, that cord, 
Which us'd to make its wearers grow more thin. 

But, as Constantine, at Soracte, implor'd 
Sylvester once his leprosy to heal ; 
So urg'd he me, and speaking, as my lord, 

To cure his pride's inflammatory swell ; 
He ask'd my counsel : no reply I made ; 
For drunken passion seem'd his words to impel. 
' Let not thy heart misgive thee,' then he said ; 
' I now absolve thee : speak ; by what design 
May Penestrino in the dust be laid ? 

Heaven's gates to lock, and to unlock, is mine : 

Thou know'st it well ; twain, therefore, are the Keys, 
Which were so lightly priz'd by Celestine.' 

Grave reasons then constrain'd me him to please, 
Where silence was the worst expedient shown : 
I said ; ' Since, Father, thou dost me release 

From that delinquency, to which I'm drawn ; 
Large words of promise, but with scant of deed, 
Shall make thee triumph on the loffcy Throne.' 

When dead, to fetch me, Francis came with speed ; 
But * No,' said one of the black Cherubin, 
* Bear him not thou ; nor wrong me of my meed. 

Down deep in Hell, among my slaves, his sin 
Drags him ; because he counsell'd false and ill : 
Since then, I have him close my clutch within. 

Absolv'd are none, who go on sinning still : 
The rule of contradiction holdeth true — 
No penitence can stand with lust of will.' 

miserable me ! how shook I through, 
When, seizing me, he said ; ' It has, may be, 
Escap'd thee, that so well I logic knew.' 
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He bore me straight to Minos : eight times he 
Twin'd round his scaly back the curling spire ; 
Then, having gnaw'd the tip ferociously, 
* This wretch,' he said, ' is for the thieving fire : ' 
And so, thou seest me here for aye undone, 
Roaming, with broken heart, in this attire. " 

His speech thus ended, with a piteous groan 
The flame its parting took, and mov'd away, 
Tossing and beating down the pointed cone. 

I and my Chief pass'd on : our ascent lay 
Over the reef to where the arch spans o'er 
Another chasm, in whose inclosure they, 

Who heap up guilt by discord, quit the 'score. 
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Who, though in verse releas'd from rhyme's strict law, 
Could with oft-telling all the blood detail 
And wounds diversified, which now I saw ? 

In this, for certain, every tongue would fail ; 
From speech defective, and unmindful head, 
Too narrow to include so vast a tale. 

If in one spot conven'd were all the dead, 
Who once upon Apulia's fated plain 
Bewail'd their own dear blood, by Eomans shed ; 

They, too, in that protracted warfare slain, 
The which with rings, a lofty spoil, was crown'd, 
So Livy writes, whose record is not vain ; 

That host, as well, that bled at many a wound, 
For daring to confront Eobert Guiscard ; 
And th' other, whose bleach'd bones may yet be found 

At Ceperano, where th' Apulian word 
Prov'd treacherous ; at Tagliacozzo, too, 
Where conquer'd, without fight, the old Alard ; 
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And one his limb chopp'd off ; one his, bor'd through, 
Were to exhibit — all such homicide, 
Like filthy ne'er, as the Ninth Chasm, would show. 

Cask, of the stave central or side devoid, 
Yawns not, as one I saw among the throng, 
From chin to fundament cut open wide. 

Between the legs the small intestines hung ; 
Bar'd was the midriff ; bar'd the wallet drear, 
That makes of what is swallow'd loathsome dung. 

The while on him alone intent I stare, 

He eyed me ; with his hands he op'd to view 
His breast, and said ; " See how myself I tear I 

See, how all mangled Mahomet must go ; 
Ali before me walks with wailing cry, 
Cleft in the face from chin to forelock through. 

And all the rest, whom here thou dost descry, 
Alive sow'd scandals, and divisions made ; 
For which they come to this grim butchery. 

Behind there stands a devil, to his blade 
Who fiercely each one of the serried train 
Successive recommits, as every shade 

The lamentable round completes again : 

For clos'd and heaTd is every deep-mouth'd wound, 
Ere we. resume our place for second pain. 

But who art thou, upon the rocky mound 
Musing, like one, who would defer the woe, 
Adjudg'd thee, on thine own true verdict found ? " 

Nor death has reach'd him yet ; nor sinks he low 
For punishment of sin, " my Chief replied, 
" But that he may your torments see, and know* 

'Tis mine — and I am dead — his steps to guide, 
Descending, round by round, Hell's deep abyss : 
'Tis true, as now I'm speaking at thy side." 

Hundred and more were they, who, hearing this, 
Stopp'd in the ditch to see me ; sense of pain 
Losing, through wonder, in forgetfulness. 
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" Go, tell Dolcino, thou, who soon again 
Mayst hail the sun, unless inclin'd he be 
To follow me anon, and join this train, 

That food he store betimes ; lest victory, 
The snow besieging him, Novara crown — 
A triumph, else, not won so easily." 

One foot, which forward, to advance, he'd thrown, 
Kept Mahomet suspense, while this he said ; 
And then, in act of parting, let it down. 

Another wretch his throat pierc'd-through display'd, 
And his nose, sever'd to the eyebrows, show'd ; 
One ear was gone beneath the penal blade. 

He with the rest to gaze in wonder stood, 
And, in their front, expos'd his windpipe bare, 
Which ail-outside with crimson gashes glow'd. 

And said : " thou, who com'st acquit and clear, 
In Latium whom I saw, some time ago, 
Unless the close resemblance makes me err, 

Eemember Pier da Medecina, if thou 
E'er shouldst revisit the delicious plain, 
Which from Vercelli slopes to Marcabo ; 

And, mind, tell Fano's two most worthy men — ► 
Guido and Angiolel — that, if the sight 
Previous of things to come here be not vain, 

Nigh the Cattolica, with ruffian might 

They from their ship cast headlong shall be drown'd, 
Through a perfidious tyrant's cruel spite. 

So dark a deed was ne'er by Neptune mourn'd, 
Done between Cyprus' and Majorca's strand, 
By rover, or by Greek, on plunder bound. 

That one-eyed traitor yonder, who the land 
Possesses, which a spirit to me near 
Would fain be never, all his life, had sc&nn'd, 
Will to a parley with him them ensnare ; 
Then so arrange, that dread Focara's wind 
They need not deprecate by vow, or prayer," 
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And I to him : " Declare them, if inclin'd 
Tidings of thee that I above should take, 
Who's he, who rues that sight with sorrowing mind." 

His hand then on his near companion's cheek 
He plac'd ; and, as he bar'd his jaw to view, 
Exclaim'd ; " 'Tis this one here : he cannot speak. 

This one, an outlaw, Caesar's doubt o'erthrew 
With venal speech presumptuous, when he said : 
4 Delays the well-prepar'd are sure to rue.' " 

Oh, how to me look'd utterly dismay'd 

Curio, his tongue slit in the throat, that dar'd 
So bold affirm, and now the reckoning paid ! 

Shorn of both hands, another spectre rear'd 
High in the murky air the stumps ; that so 
The spouting blood his countenance besmear'd. 

He cried : " Be mindful of the Mosca, too, 
Poor wretch, who said, ' What's done can find no stay,' 
111 seed to Tuscany of future woe." 
" And seed to thine," I added, " of decay ! " 
At this, on anguish heaping anguish new, 
Disconsolate and maz'd he went his way. 

Yet linger'd I, the troop all eye to view ; 
And saw a thing, my fears would ill endure 
To tell, without some added witness true ; 

Did not good conscience now my mind assure 
The blest companionship, that makes man bold, 
Arm'd with an inward sense of motives pure. 

Plain I beheld — methinks, I still behold — 
Before mine eyes a headless body pass, 
As pass'd the rest of this afflicted fold : 

And by the hair it grasp'd the head, which, as 
A lantern, hung and dangled in its hand ; 
It gaz'd on us, and said ; " Ay me ! alas ! " 

Lamp, of itself, it made for self-command : 
Thus two in one they were, and one in two : 
But how — its Framer best can understand. 
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"When just the bridge beneath, it rais'd to view 

The arm with all the isolated head, 

That nearer we might catch the accents true. 
" See now the torment sore," we heard it said, 

" See, whether great as this be any woe, 

Thou, who alive wendest to see the dead. 
And, that thou mayst report me from below, 

Know I am he, that urg'd the Young -King on 

With ill advice — Bertrand of Bornio. 
I set at war the father and the son : 

By stimulants malign Ahitophel 

Less David injur'd, and less Absalon. 
For that I parted souls so near, in Hell 

Parted I carry, wretched me ! my brain 

From this, its vital trunk : observe thou well, 
How justly ' like for like ' I now obtain." 
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The concourse, and the wounds of every kind, 
Did so mine eyes inebriate, and confound, 
That for a pause, to weep, they felt inclin'd. 

But Virgil said ; " "Why still this gaze around ? 
Why is thy sight with such dependence cast 
On the poor haggled shades, that here abound ? 

Such fix'd regard never in trenches past 
Yet hast thou shown : think, if thou count aright, 
Miles twenty-two the valley winds, and plac'd 

'Neath us already is the lunar light : 
Our time allow'd but brief remains ; beside, 
The things, unseen as yet, demand thy sight*" 
" Hadst thou but ponder 'd," I at once replied,. 
" Wherefore so long I gaz'd, it well may be, 
Thou wouldst have let me longer there abide." 

8 
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Meanwhile the Chief pass'd on, in front of me, 
I still responding, as I following went, 
With added words : " Within that cavity 

Where with so fix'd a muse mine eyes were bent, 
A spirit, I believe, by blood my kin, 
Mourns o'er the crime, that earns such punishment." 

Then said the Master : " Let thy thoughts with pain 
Compassionate for him no more be stirr'd : 
Elsewhere attend — and there let him remain. 

For, at the bridge's foot, with anger fir'd, 

I saw him point thee out, and threats display, 
And I his name — Geri del Bello — heard. 

Thou at the time on him, who held the sway 
Of Hauteforte, thy regard didst all bestow, 
Not looking thither : so he went his way." 
" Oh, good my lord, his violent death-blow^ 

Which cries for him, still unaveng'd," said I, 
" By any, who in his their shame should know, 

Fill'd him with scorn, that so he pass'd me by, 
Nor deign'd a word, if I conjecture right : 
And this for, him more moves my sympathy." 

Thus we convers'd, until we reach'd the height, 
Which brings the other vaUey full in view 
Quite to the bottom, had it ampler light. 

When now we stood o'er the last cloister-mew 
Of Malebolge, whence to us appear'd 
Its lay-fraternity and regions new, 

Strange lamentations manifold I heard, 
Piercing, with pity barb'd, like arrows fleet : 
My hands to both my ears I quick uprear'd. 

What grief would be, if, in midsummer's heat, 
From damp Valdichiana's hospital, 
Maremma's, and Sardinia's, were to meet, 

Diseases, in one ditch collected all ! 

Such was it here ; and so the stench reek'd o'er, 
As when at limbs decay'd the senses pall. 
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We on the lengthened ridge's utmost shore, 
Leftward descending went : and I explor'd 
Closely, with eyes more vivid than before, 

The depth, where th' Agent of the mighty Lord 
Justice infallible chastises those, 
Here nam'd, as falsifiers, in her record. 

Methinks, display'd no scene of sadder woes 
Egina's people, when all sick did He, 
When so malign th' infectious blasts arose, 

That, to the tiny worm, dropt down to die 
All animals ; and then the pristine brood, 
As certain Poets tell for verity, 

With seed of ants was quicken'd and renew'd ; 
Than here was seen, in this dark vale's display, 
Where, stack' d in heaps, the pining ghosts we view'd. 

This on the other's belly sprawling lay ; 
This, on the back ; and this, the pain to ease, 
Crawl'd, changing place, along the doleful way. 

Silent we passed, both stepping soft, with gaze 
Absorb'd, still listening to the patients sad, 
Reft of all power their bodies to upraise. 

Two, seated back to back for mutual aid, 
I saw, like pans, propt at the warm fireside : 
From head to foot with scabrous spots o'erlaid. 

I ne'er saw currycomb so swiftly plied 
Py lated groom, expected by his lord ; 
Or, whom night-work the wished-for sleep denied ; 

As each with clawing nails his body gor'd 
Full deep, to mollify the dread assails 
Of itching, that all other help ignor'd. 

The scurvy crust was dug down by the nails, 
As when the grating knife a bream might flay, 
Or other fish, incas'd in larger scales. 
" thou, who to dismail thee find'st a way, 
Using thy fingers, too, as pincers ; tell," 
My Guide to one of them began to say, 
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" If any Latian 'mong the people dwell 

Here down within : so may thy nails out-last, 
For ever, in this work, to serve thee well." 
" Latians are we thou seest, so defac'd, 

Ay, both of us," the one with tears replied ; 

" But who art thou, that askest ? " " Down the waste 

From steep to steep this living man I guide," 
Answer'd mine Escort, " and 'tis yet my mind 
To show him Hell, and all, who in't abide." 

Then brake the prop, by which they joint reclin'd : 
And each towards me trembling turn'd ; they, too, 
Who caught my words from the rebound behind. 

To me himself the Master wholly drew, 
Saying : " To them, whate'er thy pleasure, say : " 
And I began, his will when thus I knew. 
" So never may your memory steal away 
In the fore- world from man's intelligence, 
But live and thrive through many a solar day, 

As now ye tell, who are ye, and from whence : 
Dread not exposure of your names, from pride, 
Lest your disgusting torment cause offence." 
" I of Arezzo was," then one replied; 

" Albero of Siena made me burn ; yet I 

Here was not doom'd for that, for which I died. 

Truth is, I jesting told him, ' How to fly 
In the mid-air the art to me is known : ' 
And he, more curious than wise, would try 

To learn of me the method ; and alone, 
Because of him no Daedalus I made, 
Me at the. stake he made consume, by one, 

His sire reputed : yet was it for my trade 
In alchemy, that here in this Tenth cell 
Minos infallible my sentence laid." 

Then to the Poet I ; " Can any tell, 
Sueh as the Sienese, a people vain ? 
With less conceit, far less, the Frenchmen swell." 
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On this, that other of the scab began 
Answering ; " The Stricca, pray, except, who knew 
Ever so well his purse-strings to restrain ; 

And him, the first discoverer, Niccolo, 
Of the clove's costly fashion, in the ground, 
Where all such seeds take speedy root and grow ; 

Also that club, where Caccia of Ascian drown'd 
In lavish waste the woods and vineyards wide ; 
And th' Abbagliato show'd his wit profound. 

But, that thou understand, who thus thy side 
Supports against the Sienese, thy sight 
So sharpen, that my face be clear descried : 

Then shalt thou trace in me Capocchio's sprite, 
Who metals falsified with chymick dye : 
Thou must remember, if I scan thee right, 

How well I Nature ap'd with alchemy.' ' 
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What time, with anger 'gainst the Theban blood 
Juno was rack'd, because of Semele, 
As times full oft she cruelly had show'd, 

Eav'd Athamas, gone mad, to such degree, 
That, when his wife with the two sons draw near, 
Laden on either hand, he chanc'd to see, 
" Spread we the toils," he cried, " that I ensnare 
Now, at the pass, the lioness and young," 
And then distended his fierce talons bare, 

Seizing on one, Learchus, whom he swung 
And on the hard rock shatter'd : in the flood 
Herself with th' other charge the mother flung. 

And so, when Fortune in her giddy mood 
The pride of Troy high vaulting to its fall 
O'erturned, whence king and kingdom sunk subdued ; 
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Queen Hecuba, sad captive, reft of all, 
When as she saw Polyxena now slain, 
And Polydorus her belov'd, withal, 

A stark stiff corse, stretch'd near the briny main, 
Boam'd wildly, barking like a dog, her mind 
Wrench'd into madness through excess of pain. 

But not from Thebes, nor Troy, more fierce inclin'd 
Furies were ever seen the limbs t' indent 
Of any brute, much less of human kind, 

As two gaunt naked shades, on havoc bent, 
I saw, like swine, when driven from the sty, 
Scouring, full speed, and biting, as they went. 

One to Capocchio came, and seiz'd him nigh 
The jointed neck ; then, dragging him along, 
His belly rasp'd upon the hard floor dry. 
" Gian Schicchi is that elf, malign and strong/' 

Said th' Aretine, who yet stay'd trembling there, 
" Thus rabidly he goes, and trims the throng." 
" Oh," I address'd him, " may that other ne'er 
Indent thee so, as thou, before he flee 
From hence, shall who he is to me declare." 
" The spirit of old," he answer 'd, "thou dost see 
Of Myrra the nefarious, who became 
Her father's love, beyond love's due degree. 

For this, to slake her vile incestuous flame, 
An alien form she borrow'd for her need ; 
As he, who yonder goes, assum'd the same, 

When the false Will he made, and seal'd the deed, 
Buoso Donati skill'd to personate ; 
The lady of the stud his prize, and meed." 

Gone the two shades, impell'd by rage and hate, 
On whom attentively were fix'd mine eyes, 
I turn'd me to the rest, of like ill fate. 

One I observ'd, whose body wore the guise 
Of a lute-instrument ; had but the groin 
Been sever'd from the fork above the thighs. 
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Swoln dropsy, that unshapes the body's line, 
By humour, wand'ring from its natural tide, 
So that the face and belly ill combine, 

Forc'd him to gape with lips disparted wide ; 
As yawns the hectic patient, in his drought 
The lips when curling back on either side. 
" ye, who here to this sad world are brought 
Free from all torture — and I know not why — 
Observe," he said to us, " and fix your thought 

Gravely on Master Adam's misery : 
I, who, alive, had all my heart could ween, 
Now wretched for one drop of water sigh, 

The rills, that from the verdant uplands sheen 
Of Gasentino, down to Arno flow, 
Cooling with moisture soft their margins green, 

Still haunt mine eyes : nor vainly order'd so : 
Because their image drains and parches more, 
Than what in face makes me all meagre grow. 

Unbending Justice, that torments me sore, 

Finds motive from the place, my sin that knew, 
To haste my sighs more swiftly than before. 

There stands Bomena, where the coinage true, 
Stamp'd with the Baptist's head, I falsified : 
For which my corpse, left at the stake, I rue. 

But, could I see in torture at my side 
Guido, or either of his brothers twain, 
The sight I'd not exchange for Branda's tide. 

One is already come, if the mad train 
Whirling around speak true : well ; be it so : 
What boots it me, whose limbs are clogg'd with pain ? 

Had I alertness left me, as to go 
One inch in years a hundred, from this place, 
I, sure, had started on my way, ere now, 

Him in this multitude deform to trace ; 
Although eleven miles the circuit wind, 
Nor less than half a mile across the space. 
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Through them in such a set myself I find ; 
Through their inciting, and to share the gain, 
The florins, by three carats base, I coin'd." 

And I to him ; " Who are the abjects twain, 

Forth steaming, like a hand, when plung'd in snow, 
Both, at the right, in close conjunction lain ? " 
" I found them here," he answer 'd ; " and just so 
Unmov'd they He, since in this ditch I fell : 
Nor ever, I believe, a change will know. 

One against Joseph the false tale did tell ; 

Th' other is Sinon false — of Troy — the Greek ; 
Through feverous heat such rankness they expel." 

Then one of them, who, haply, felt a pique 
Thus to be cited, and so ill renown'd, 
Struck th' other's hardened paunch, his ire to wreak, 

That, like a drum tight-brac'd, gave back the sound : 
Adam, on this, his arm, which seem'd like hard, 
Uplift, and on his face the blow return'd, 

Him thus addressing ; " Though my limbs are barr'd 
From movement by the burden, clogging so, 
Yet have I still an arm, for striking spar'd." 

Prompt answer came ; " Not such its haste, I trow, 
When thou wast going to the penal fire : 
At coining it was quick ; ay, quicker, too," 

To him the dropsied ; " Thou art in this no liar ; 
But not so truly didst thou testify, 
When they at Troy of thee did truth require." 
" If I spake false, yet thou didst falsify 

The coin," said Sinon ; "for one crime alone 
I'm here ; no devil's crimes can thine outvie." 
" Remember but the horse, thou perjur'd one ! " 
He of the paunch inflated then rejoin'd ; 
" And mourn a doom, to all the world well known." 
" And thou in thy tongue-chapping thirst go find 

Thy doom," the Greek replied ; " be curs'd to thee 
' That belly's dropsy foul, which makes thee blind." 
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The coiner then ; " Thy mouth gapes also, I see, 
With evil speaking, as it us'd to do : 
Well ; if / thirst, and cramm'd with humours be, 

Thou hast thy fever's heat, thy head's sharp throe : 
To cause thee lick Narcissus' glass would take 
But scant persuading — such thy thirst — I trow." 

In listening stood I all absorb'd, when spake 
The Master to me ; " Yet yonder stare 
Some little ; and I, too, a quarrel make." 

Hearing him angry thus his mind declare, 
Toward him my face so sham'd I turn'd, that still 
My memory feels the flush, that mantled there. 

And like the man, who dreams of some sore ill, 
And, dreaming, fain would have it but a dream, 
So, as unreal, real things to will ; 

Such, in my lack of utterance, did I seem 
Wishing myself to excuse ; and so indeed 
Excus'd me, though I scarce it true could deem. 

The Master said ; " A greater sin would need 
Less shame, than thou hast shown, wherewith t' atone ; 
Therefore from every sorrow be thou freed. 

And, if thou shouldst by fortune e'er be thrown, 
Where people to like wrangling are inclin'd, 
Think me at all times near, thee ne'er alone : 

Such brawls to relish shows a vulgar mind." 
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The tongue, whose biting speech my cheeks had dyed 
With blush so deep of ignominious shame, 
Itself the balm medicinal supplied. 

Thus from Achilles' spear — for such its fame — 
And from his father's, first a largess sad, 
And then a boon propitious, after, came. 
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From the huge vale of Misery we made, 
By the surrounding bank, our parting way ; 
And converse, as we cross'd, aside we laid. 

Here was it less than night, and less than day ; 
So that I little could in front explore : 
But from on high a horn so loudly play 

I heard, that faint would seem the thunder's roar : 
All to one point it turn'd mine eyes in haste, 
Following the sound against the course it bore. 

Not after the defeat and dolorous waste, 

When Charlemain saw lost the holy emprize, 
Blew Boland with so terrible a blast. 

Short time, since thither I had lift mine eyes, 

Towers many and high.uprais'd I seem'd to trace : 
" Master, what new land's this ?" in my surprise 

I ask'd ; and he to me ; " The lengthen'd space 
Thy sight must traverse through the darksome air, 
Deludes thee thus in fancy's erring chase. 

Well shalt thou learn, when once thou comest there, 
How much the sense by distance is misled : 
Therefore press on, to gain a view more clear." 

Then fond he me took by the hand, and said ; 
" Ere we yet further reach, 'tis meet thou know, 
Thus to abate betimes thy coming dread, 

Not towers are these, but Giants ; and, below 
Down from the navel sunk, they all upright 
Stand in the Well, and fill the circling row." 

As, when a mist dispersing yields to light, 
The eye re-fashions gradually clear 
What the condensing vapour hid from sight ; 

So, as mine eye approach'd the verge more near, 
Threading th' aerial gross obscure, from me 
Fled the illusion ; and, instead, came fear. 

For, as along its walls, encircling high, 
Montereggion with many a tower is crown'd, 
So o'er the Well's round rim, tremendously, 
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With bodies huge, half rais'd above the mound, 
Were towering the Giants ; whom for pride 
Jove threatens still, when thunders rock the ground. 

The face of one already I descried ; 
The shoulders, chest, much of the paunch before, 
And both the arms, pendent on either side. 

Surely, when nature ceas'd to fashion more 
Creatures, like these, she no- wise acted ill 
In robbing Mars of such destructive store ; 

And, if the whale and elephant she still 
Create relentless, the discerning mind 
Will more applaud her wise judicious skill. 

For, where the force of Eeason is combin'd 
With malice, and the power of doing wrong, 
No shelter is reserv'd for lost mankind. 

Methinks, his countenance look'd broad and long, 
As holy Peter's ball at Borne is seen ; 
Like measure kept his other members strong : 

So that the bank, which, apron-like, did screen 
From the waist downward, bar'd as much to sight 
Upward, as to have reach'd his hair, I ween, 

Three Friezelanders had found beyond their might : 
For of him palms full thirty I could spy 
Down from the neck, where men their cloaks unite. 
* Raphel Mai Amech almi Zabi ; " 

So 'gan with horrid yell the savage jowl, 
Unfit in sweeter Psalmody to cry. 

Toward him my Leader then ; " Thou stupid soul, 
Keep to thy horn, and with its jargon sound 
Allay thy rage, thy passions vile controul. 

'Tis at thy neck — feel there — the strap is found 
Binding it fast — soul ! gone quite astray, 
There ! — where thy brawny chest it hoops around." 

And then to me ; " Himself his words betray : 
This is that Nimrod, by whose impious thought 
One language from mankind was ta'en away. 
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Him leave we, as he stands ; nor waste for nought 
On him good words : for he can no more know 
Language of others, than they his are taught." 

Then turning leftward we advanc'd and, lo, 
Another far more hig and fierce we found, 
Distant from this the shot of a cross-bow. 

What Master-hand had skill to gird him round, 
I know not ; but a manacle twofold 
One arm in front, th' other behind him, bound, 

From the neck rivetting with mighty hold ; 
And on the trunk, which was to sight display'd, 
In five vast ligaments the links were roll'd. 

Fain would this one imperious have assay'd 

His strength against the all-commanding Jove," 
My Leader said ; " and so for this he's paid : 

His name Ephialtes ; and right-well he strove, 
What time the Giants put the Gods in fear : 
Those arms, he wielded then, no more shall move." 

And I to him : " If possible it were, 
Fain would I that mine eyes should prove the dread 
And the dimensionless Briareus near." 
" Thou shalt Antaeus see," he answered, 

" Not far from this, who speaks, unfetter'd goes, 
And us will place, where lies sin's lowest bed. 

Th' other, of whom thy wish thou dost disclose, 
Is far beyond, and chain'd ; like this in form, 
Only in face a fiercer glare he shows." 

Strong earthquake with such violence of storm 
Ne'er shook a castle-tower, as, seeing me, 
Quick Ephialtes shook his mass enorm. 

Ne'er fear'd I death before to like degree : 
My terror, it suffic'd — no further need — 
But that the chains still holding I could see. 

Then in advance yet further we proceed : 
We reach Antsaus, who without his crest 
The cavern's rim did five good ells exceed. 
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" thou, who in the vale, by fortune bless'd, 
Which the great heir of glory Scipio made, 
When Hannibal, and his, in flight were press'd, 

Didst, for thy mighty prey, victorious lead 
A thousand lions ; and of whom they say 
Believing, that, if thou thy brethren aid 

Hadst brought, the sons of earth had won the day ; 
Scorn not to help us, that we so descend 
There, where Cocytus binds the gelid sway. 

Us not to Tityus, not to Typhon, send : 
Here's one, can give what they in Hell implore : 
Then stoop thee ; nor thy lips in wrath distend. 

To thee renown on earth he can restore : 
He lives, and longer life has yet in thought, 
Unless from thence he's call'd by grace before." 

Thus spake the Master ; him the Giant caught, 

Spreading those hands, whose mighty squeeze, of old, 
Prov'd Hercules, together as they fought. 

Virgil to me, when once he felt their hold, 
Said ; " Now approach, that thee I so may raise : " 
Then wrapp'd himself and me in one safe fold. 

As shows the Carisenda, while we gaze 
From underneath its over-leaning brow, 
When hangs upon its front a cloudy haze ; 

Like show'd Antaeus, as I stood below, 

And watch'd his downward bend ; then in my dread 
I wish'd by other way than this to go. 

But soft he laid me in that lowest bed, 
Which swallows up with Judas Lucifer ; 
Nor tarried long thus bent ; he rais'd his head 

And body, as on deck a mast they rear. 
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Had I but rhymes uncouth, and hoarse in tone, 
Fit for the gully-hole, so sad and drear, 
On which all th' other vaulting rocks bear down, 

My mind's conception I would strain more clear, 
And fuller, too ; but nature these denies : 
So scarcely can I speak without a fear. 

For that, which all the world deep underlies, 
To picture, is no light facetious play; 
Nor for a tongue, that " Dad" and " Mammy" cries, 

But may those Ladies now befriend my lay, 
Who help'd Amphion at the Theban wall : 
So never shall my speech its theme gainsay. 

rabble vile, ye miscreate above all, 

Fix'd, where 'tis hard the vast of ills to tell, 
Better for you, if born to sty, or stall 1 
As we were now within the dark deep Well, 
Under the Giant's feet, and far more low, 
And I still gazing on the high-walTd cell, 

1 heard a voice address me; " Careful go : 

See, with thy soles lest on the heads thou tread 

Of us two wretched brothers, worn with woe." 
I turn'd, and saw a frozen lake outspread 

Beneath me and in front, which th' image bore 

Not of a watery, but ar glassy bed. 
The Austrian Danube never cover'd o'er 

Her wintry current with so thick a pall ; 

Nor Tanais yonder with her climate frore, 
As here the ice : it would have stood the fall 

Of Tabernicch, or Pietrapana, I trow ; 

Nor from its edge have crack'd, or creak'd at all. 
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And, as the frog, to croak, sits squatting low 
With snout above the water, when the maid 
Oft in her summer dreams will gleaning go ; 

So wedg'd in ice each melancholy shade 
Up to the neck, of livid hue, was seen, 
With teeth, like bill of stork, that chattering play'd. 

Bent down each kept the face, himself to screen ; 
The eyes, and mouth, gave proof with mutual trace 
How sorrowful their hearts, their cold how keen. 

When I had searched around some little space, 
I turn'd me to my feet, and saw a pair, 
Whose heads so join'd, the hairs did interlace. 
" Ye, who strain breast to breast," I said, " declare, 
Who are ye :" and the necks they bent, and when 
Erect towards me they their faces bare, 

Their eyes, before, but inward moist, amain 
Sluic'd over by the lids ; and the frost glued, 
The tears betwixt, and locked them in again. 

No iron cramp e'er girdled wood with wood 
Firm, as did this : like two he-goats, thereon, 
Butting they fought : such anger them subdued. 

And one, whose frost-bit ears were both quite gone, 
Said, while he cowering kept his face below, 
" Why is thy gaze so fix'd on us alone ?" 
" An thou desirest knowledge of these two, 

They, with their father Albert, jointly own'd 
The valley, where declines Bisenzio. 

Forth from one womb they came ; but search the round 
Of all Ca'ina, thou wilt ne'er a shade 
Find worthier in the jelly to be bound : 

Not he, whose breast and shadow Arthur made 
An opening for the sunbeam with his spear ; 
Nor yet Focaccia ; nor this one, whose head 

Prevents my seeing any object near, 
Whose name was Mascheroni, murderer bold : 
Well thou, if Tuscan, knowest his career. 
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And, to curtail my speech, in me behold 
Him, who Camiccion was : for Carlin now 
I wait : my guilt will then no more be told." 

Faces, dead blue with cold, I saw below 

Unnumber'd ; whence from the froze shallows come 
Shiyerings upon me now, and aye shall do. 

And the mid-centre as we near'd, the home, 
Where meets converging every kind of weight, 
And I was shuddering in th' eternal gloom, 

I know not, if from will, or chance, or fate, 
But, as among the heads our course we take, 
Hard with my foot the face of one I grate. 
" Why tramplest thou on me," it weeping spake, 
" Unless thou art arriv'd with added store 
Of fierce revenge, for Montaperti's sake ? " 

And I ; " Here, Master, wait, I thee implore, 
'Till from some doubt of him my mind be rid : 
Then, as it please thee, haste me on the more." 

The Guide stood still : and to the shade I said, 
Who ceas'd not rudely cursing ; " What art thou, 
So daring thus another to upbraid ? " 
" Nay, but who thou," he said, " that thus dost go 
Through th' Antenora, smiting in thy way, 
With, wert thou living still, too rough a blow ? " 
" Living I am," rejoin'd I ; " and it may 

Prove grateful, if renown allure thine heart, 
That thee I name in my recording lay." 

And he ; "I wish the contrary ; depart : 
Vex me no more ; for in this frozen plain 
HI dost thou know to play the flatterer's part." 

Then by the hinder scalp, my wish to gain, 
I seiz'd him ; " Tell thy name ; or else, be sure, 
Not one poor hair shall on thy head remain." 
" Loss of them all," he answered, " I'll endure : 
But tell — I will not ; nor my visage show, 
Though, thus thy kicks by thousands I procure." 
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Wreath'd in my fist I kept his locks, and so 
With the rude grasp had torn some hair away, 
He barking still, his eyes still keeping low ; 

When cried another shade ; " What ails thee, pray, 
Bocca ? dost bark, as if thy chattering jaw 
Suffic'd thee not ? what devil hurts thee, say." 
" Now need I not, vile traitor and outlaw, 

To hear thee tell," I said ; " to thy disgrace 
For truly I'll report where thee I saw." 
" Be gone," was his retort ; " tell what thou please, 
Yet, if thou hence escape thee, don't forbear 
To speak of him, who blabb'd with so much ease. 

He rues the Frenchmen's bribe, that cost him dear ; 
Him of Duera, say, I noted well, 
Fix'd, where the sinners spend their winter drear. 

If ever question'd, who besides here dwell, 
Lo ! at thy side false Beccaria's spright, 
On whom the penal axe at Florence fell. 

Soldanier is beyond, if I judge right, 
With Ganellon, and Tebaldello, who 
Open'd Faenza's gates at dead of night." 

We had already Bocca left, when two 
I noted in one hole, so frozen fast, 
One head seem'd cap to th' other head below : 

And, as the famish'd gobble food, so plac'd 
The uppermost his teeth on th' other's head, 
There, where the nape and brain are interlac'd. 

Not otherwise of Menalippus dead 
Tydeus the temples gnaw'd, than this with rage 
Chew'd the torn skull, and on the offal fed. 
" thou, who dost thy war of hatred wage 
So brutally, devouring fierce thy prey, 
Tell me," I said, " the cause ; for I engage, 

If just complaint thou canst against him lay, 
That, knowing who ye are, and what thy wrong, 
Thee in the world above I'll yet repay ; 

If death, before, has not dried up my tongue." 9 
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His mouth that sinner from the savage food 
Uprais'd to speak ; and from it, with the hair 
Of the torn hinder- scalp, wip'd off the blood. 

He then began ; " The anguish of despair 

Thou wouldst I should renew, that pains me deep 
In thought alone, before I it declare. 

But, if my words prove seed, from whence shall reap 
This traitor, whom I gnaw, disgrace condign, 
Thou shalt behold me speak, and speaking weep. 

I know not, who thou art ; nor can divine 

Down here how cam'st thou ; but thou seem'st to be, 
From thy fair utter'd words, a Florentine. 

In me thou dost Count Ugolino see ; 

In him, the Archbishop Euggieri : learn 
Now why so close I keep him company. 

How through his treacherous mind, in base return 
For my full trust repos'd, I first was ta'en, 
Then murder'd, me to say doth not concern : 

But that, whereof no hearing thou couldst gain — 
How cruel was my death — I will unfold : 
And thou shalt know, if justly I complain. 

A narrow slit within the cooping hold, 
Doom'd, for my sake, dire Famine's name to own, 
"Whose bolts 'gainst others, too, must yet be roll'd, 

Now through its chink me many moons had shown, 
"When that ill dream I dream'd, by which to me 
Futurity's dark veil was open thrown. 

This seem'd the hunting lord in-chief to be, 

Chasing the wolf and young wolves to the mount, 
For which the Pisans cannot Lucca see. 
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With hounds bare-ribb'd, alert, and train'd to hunt, 
Gualandi and Sismondi he had sent 
Vanguard, and with Lanfranchi, too, in front. 

After brief course, to me look'd tir'd and spent 
The father and the sons ; and, as they fled, 
By the sharp teeth, meseem'd, their flanks were rent. 

When I awoke, ere morn its glimmering shed, 
My sons, who with me were, amid their sleep 
I heard bemoan them sore, and ask for bread. 

Hard hard art thou, from tears if thou canst keep 
At thought of what, my heart announc'd me clear : 
And, if not now, when dost thou ever weep ? 

They were awake ; the hour was drawing near, 
Whereat our 'custom'd food was daily brought, 
And each his own dark dream began to fear. 

The noise of nailing fast the door I caught 
Of the strong tower terrific from below ; 
I star'd them in their faces, and said nought, 

I did not weep, turn'd marble in my woe ; 
They wept ; and darling little Anselm said ; 
' Father, what ails thee, that thou starest so ? ' 

But tear I neither shed, nor answer made 

That livelong day, and all the lingering night, 
Until another Sun its orb display'd. 

When a scant gleam of the returning light 
Enter'd the dolorous prison, by whose ray 
In theirs my own true aspect struck my sight, 

Frantic with grief I bit my hands ; and they, 
Deeming that hunger made me furious grow, 
Quick sprang upon their feet from where they lay, 

And said ; ' Less, father, were our grief, if thou 
Didst eat of us : thou with this flesh of pain 
Hast cloth'd us ; thou of it despoil us too.' 

I calm'd me then, their sorrow to restrain : 
That, and another day, all mute were we : 
Hard earth, ah, why didst thou not cleave in twain ? 
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When the fourth day we'd liv'd, at last, to see, 

Gaddo him cast, outstretch'd before my view, 

Saying ; ' My father, why not succour me ? ' 
There died he ; and, as thou behold'st me true, 

So I beheld the three, one by one, fall, 

'Tween the fifth day and sixth ; when, as I grew, 
Now blind, o'er each fumbling I strove to crawl ; 

Three days I call'd them, after they were dead : 

Then hunger, more than anguish, finish'd all." 
With raging eyes askance, when this he'd said, 

With teeth, like those of mastiff at a bone, 

Again he seiz'd the miserable head. 
Ah, Pisa, shame of those, who " Si's " soft tone 

In their own beauteous country love to sound ; 

Since none, to scourge thee, come from neighbouring 
Quick let Capraia, quick Gorgona bound [town, 

From their sea-bed, and Arno's mouth inclose, 

So that in thee all living souls be drown'd. 
For, if Count Ugolino to thy foes 

Is said to have betray'd thy castles strong ; 

What right to such a cross his sons t' expose ? 
Young Hugo and Brigata ne'er did wrong, 

Thou modern Thebes, in youth's pure guileless day ; 

Nor th' other two, whose names are in my song. 
On further pass'd we, where the gelid sway 

Sternly inshrouds yet others, who supine, 

Not on their bellies, all extended lay. 
Their very weeping weeping does restrain ; 

And grief, denied its outlet by the eye, 

Inward retreats, so to augment their pain. 
For the first tears, they shed, thick cluster'd lie ; 

And as a crystal vizor, covering o'er, 

Block up the eyebrow's under-cavity. 
Now, though, as in a limb benumb'd, no more 

Sensation" beat within me, nor to feel 

Retain'd my countenance its wonted power ; 
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Some wind I yet perceiv'd upon me steal : 

" My Master, who moves this ?" whereat I said ; 

" Is not all sun-drawn vapour quench'd in Hell ?" 
Whence he to me ; " Ere long thou shalt be led, 

Where thine own eyes shall give thee answer just ; 

Seeing the cause, by which the wind is sped." 
And a sad weeper in the chilly crust 

Cried to us loud ; " souls, to lowest Hell, 

For cruelty extreme, found in you, thrust, 
Take from my face the hard imprisoning veil ; 

So shall I ease my heart surqharg'd with woe, 

Some little, ere the tears again congeal." 
Whence I to him ; " Who art thou, I must know : 

Then if I thee leave helpless to thy fate, 

Down to the icy bottom may I go." 
" I am the Friar Alberigo," straight 

He answer'd, " fruit of the ill garden bed; 

Who for my fig am here repay 'd with date." 
" Hah ! " I exclaim'd, " and thou too — art thou dead V* 

" How in the upper world my body thrive 

No knowledge here I bring with me," he said. 
" This Ptolomsea such prerogative 

Enjoys, that oft the soul here drops, and stays, 

Ere Atropos the parting signal give. 
And, that the glazen tears thou mayst erase 

More willing from my face, know, from the day, 

When first a soul, as I did, once betrays, 
Her body by a fiend is seiz'd for prey, 

Who, ever after, rales it at his will, 

Till all her time on earth has roll'd away. 
Headlong she plunges in this sink of ill : 

Yon shade, who winters freezing in my rear, 

May, bodily, on earth be visible. 
This thou must know, if only fresh come here : 

He is Ser Branca d'Oria : since he fell 

Into this keep, elaps'd has many a year." 
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" Methinks," I said, " thou dost an untruth tell, 
To mock me : for Ser Branca's not yet dead : 
He eats, drinks, sleeps, wears clothing, and is well." 
" Above in Malebranche-Chasm," he said, 

" There, where the pitch boils with cohesive tide, 
Before that thither Michel Zanche sped, 

This one a vicar-demon left t' abide 

- In his live body ; in his kinsman's, too, 
Who in his treason was with him allied. 

But now advance thine hand, and help bestow ; 
Unseal mine eyes :" such service I declin'd : 
'Twas grace to such a wretch no grace to show. 

Ah, men of Genoa, from each gentle kind 
A race estrang'd, with every guile replete ; 

* Why scatter'd are ye not to every wind ? 

For with Bomagna's vilest spirit I met 
One of your tribe, who now for deeds of ill 
Bathes in Cocytus his lost soul ; and yet, 

His body still on earth seems breathing still. 
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" The banners of the Emperor of Hell " 

Come streaming towards us ; " therefore onward gaze, " ' 
My Master said, " that thou discern Him well." 

As, when the vapour breathes with thickening haze, 
Or when the night embrowns our hemisphere, 
A mill from far its moving vans displays ; 

So now in front a structure 'gan appear : 
Then sprang I, to escape the whirlwind strong, 
Behind my Chief ; none other screen was near. 

Now was I come — I tell it in my song, 

Trembling — where all the shades were covered quite, 
And y like to straws in glass, transparent hung. 
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Some keep recumbent, others keep upright ; 
That, on the head ; that, on the soles : one there, 
Curv'd bow-like, face to feet is seen t' unite. 

When in our progress we had reach'd so far, 
That thence it pleas'd my Master me to show 
The creature, once in Heaven surpassing fair, 

He mov'd him from my front, and stopp'd me, " lo ! 
Dis is before thee," saying : " lo ! the place, * 

Where thou must bravely arm thy manly brow." 

Ask me not, Eeader ; for I cannot trace 

In writing, what I felt, through all my frame 
So chill'd, so faint : no words can this embrace. 

Die — I did not ; nor yet preserve life's flame : 
Bethink thee now, if aught of wit thou hast, 
What I, not dead, not living, then became. 

Of Sorrow's realm the Emperor mid-breast 
Emerg'd from out the ice-bound cavity : 
With his sole arms the Giants he surpass'd, 

As one great Giant would surpass all me : 
From such a standard of compare is known 
Of his whole bulk the relative degree. 

If now, as beauteous once, he's hideous grown, 
Scorning his Maker with uplifted eye, 
All sadness him for parent well may own. 

Oh, how to me seem'd great the mystery, 
When on his head I saw three faces frown ; 
One was in front, and that of crimson dye. 

Above the centre of each shoulder-bone, 
The other twain in correspondence rose ; 
And with the crested comb conjoin' d in one. 

The right wore pale and sallow's blended glows ; 
The left was like the swarthy race, who bide 
There, where the Nile declining finds repose. 

Two wings from under each were parted wide, 
In size adjusted to so vast a Bird : 
Sails such I never saw on th' ocean-tide. 
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Quills they had none ; as of a bat appeared 
Their fashion ; and with these he flapp'd so strong-, 
That by his vampire-blast three winds were stirr.'d. 

Froze hence Cocytus, all her depths along : 
Six eyes he wept with ; and the foamy gore, 
Mingled with tears, three chins was dribbling down. 

A sinner in each mouth he crunch' d full sore, 

* With grinders, like a mashing brake, that play'd ; 
And with one anguish thus the three he tore. 

But him — the wretch in front — his flesh so bray'd 
Less tortur'd, than the clawing of the skin, 
Which left, at times, his back all raw and flayed. 
" Yon soul up there, the greatest tortures in, 
Is," said the Chief, " Judas Iscariot : 
He kicks without ; hiB head is kept within. 

Of th' other two, whose heads beneath are caught, 
He's Brutus, hung from the black jaw : behold, 
How dreadfully he writhes, but speaketh not. 

Th' other is Cassius, of that large-limb'd mould : 
But night now re-ascends ; and here abide 
We must no more ; for all is seen, and told." 

I clasp'd his neck ; for so he me did guide ; 
Then took he vantage fit of place and time, 
And, as the flapping wings expanded wide, 

Caught at the shaggy ribs, by them to climb ; 
And so from shag to shag went down, between 
The fell of hair, and ice-encrusted rime. 

When reach'd the point, at which the thigh is seen 
Gradual to mount upon the haunch's swell, 
The Guide with difliculty and laborious pain 

Turn'd round his head to where his feet first fell ; 
And grappled, as a climber, on the hair ; 
So that I thought us journeying back to Hell. 
" Now keep good hold ; for 'tis by such a Btair," 
The Master said, gasping exhaust and spent, 
" That we must quit the regions of despair," 
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Forth lie emerg'd by a rock's hollow rent, 
And plac'd me there upon its rim for seat ; 
Then toward me drew his wary step attent. 

Mine eyes I lifted up, and deem'd it meet 
Still, as I'd left him, Lucifer to see ; 
And saw him turn'd with elevated feet. 

And, whether then with toil forspent was I, 
Let judge the grosser herd, unskill'd to say 
What was the point, that I had passed by. 
" Up on thy feet," the Master said : " the way 
Is yet full long, and difficult the road : 
And now the Sun returns toward mid-day." 

Sure, 'twas no state-room in a King's abode, 
There, where we came ; but Nature's inner cell ; 
The light was scant, and ill the soil we trode. 
" Before I pluck me from this deep of Hell," 
Ris'n to my feet I to my Master said, 
" Speak a few words, my error to dispel. 

Where is the ice ? why with inverted head 
So fix'd is Lucifer ? and tell me, how 
The sun from eve to morn so quick has sped ? " 

And he ; " Thy fancy deems thee still below 
On th' other region, where I grasp'd the hair 
Of the bad Worm, that bores the centre through. 

So long, as I descended, thou wast there ; 
But, on my turning, didst the point traverse, 
Which draws all gravities from everywhere. 

Now art thou under what is the reverse 
Of that half-sphere, which the dry spacious land 
O'ercovers, and beneath whose top a curse 

Once died the Man, who ne'er with sin was stain'd : 
Now are thy feet upon that minor sphere, 
Which of Giudecca forms the outer band. 

Here it is morn, what time 'tis evening there : 
And he, whose shag our mounting scale supplied, 
Yet stays unmov'd, as first he did appear. 
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Flung from the Heavens he landed on this side : 
And here, the earth, which did before protrude, 
Sought in the sea, through fright, her face to hide ; 

Nor stopp'd, till reach'd our hemisphere : this void, 
Perchance t' escape him, here was then left bare ; 
As in the ground, thrown up adverse, is show'd." 

Beneath, remote from Beelzebub, as far 

As stretches out Hell's vault, there is a place, 
Unseen, but witness'd by the plashing there 

Of a lone rill, which through the rocky space, 
Worn by the water-course, descending flows ; 
Gentle its wind and slope : with eager pace 

'Long the dark way, that scarce a passage shows, 
The Guide and I to the bright world of light 
'Gan our return ; nor car'd we for repose. 

He first, I second, scal'd the lessening height, 
Till the fair forms, that Heaven refulgent bears, 
Burst, through the rounded opening, on my sight : 

Thence came we forth, again to see the stars. 
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Leaving a sea more cruel far behind, 
To speed o'er waters of a gentler swell, 
Now lifts her sail the vessel of my mind ; 

And of that second Kealm my song shall tell. 
Where the soul purges off its sinful stain, 
Made worthy thence to rise, in Heaven to dwell. 

But, Oh, ye Sisters of the sacred strain, 
Since yours I am, dead Poesy restore, 
And let Calliope here rise again, 

To keep me pace with that melodious power, 
Which made the wretched pies so feel undone, 
That pardon they despair'd of evermore. 

Sweet colour of the Eastern sapphire-stone, 
That, gathering, o'er the tranquil aspect spread, 
Of the pure ether to the primal zone, 

Brought to my sight a new sensation glad ; 
No sooner 'scap'd the climate dead, and drear, 
Mine eyes which pain'd, and made my bosom sad, 

The star of beauty, love's incentive dear, 
Set all the Orient laughing, in the shade 
Veiling the Fishes, which escorted her. 
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I turn'd me towards the right, and close survey'd 
The Southern pole ; and there four stars, by none 
Seen, but man's early race, I saw display'd. 

Heaven seem'd all jubilant, their flames to own : 

region of the North, thou widow'd site ; 
For that to thee such wonders are not shown. 

Mine eyes, when parted from their aspect bright, 
Turn'd to the other pole, some little, where 
The Wain already had withdrawn its light. 

Near me I saw a lone old man appear : 
So deep a reverence his look express'd, 
No greater to his sire a son could bear. 

His beard stream'd lengthening down ; and, like the rest, 
Its hairs with white were checker'd, as they rolTd, 
In floating curls, biparted on his breast. 

The beams of those four hallow'd stars of old 
So deck'd his countenance with shining glow, 

1 seem'd the sun before me to behold. 

" Say, who are ye, that 'gainst the tide's dark flow 
Have fled the penal ever-during cell ? " 
He said, those plumes rever'd while moving slow. 

" Who led you ? who your lantern, to dispel, 

When ye came forth, that dense sepulchral gloom 
That evermore bedims the depth of Hell ? 
Are its stern laws then broke ? or, is the doom 
Infernal cancell'd in the courts Divine, 
That, though condemn'd, thus to my caves ye come ? " 
My Leader then quick held me, and a sign 
By word, by hand, and by aspect convey'd, 
That I the knees should bend, the brow decline. 

" Not of myself I came," he answer made : 

" A Dame descending left her heavenly throne, 
And pray'd me, as a guide, this man to aid. 
But, since it is thy will, that thee be shown 
Further of our estate, in all how true, 
No other law, than thine, my will can own. 
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The parting eve of life he never knew ; 
Yet, in his folly, did bo near it stray, 
A moment scarce, ere he his foot withdrew. 

Hence, as I said, to bring him on the way 
Safely, my mission was ; such end to gain, 
None other course, than this, before me lay. 

I've shown him all the tribes condemn'd ; and fain 
Would show him, further yet, the favour'd race, 
Who purge them here beneath thy just domain. 

Long would it prove, him how I led, to trace : 
'Tis by a power assistant from the skies 
That thy discourse he hears, and sees thy face. 

Greet now his coming for such high emprize : 
Freedom he seeks — freedom, the gain so dear, 
Best known of those, for it who life despise : 

Thou know'st it well, whom death could not affear, 
At Utica, where thou the mortal vest 
Didst leave, so bright at the great Day to appear. 

Through us the eternal laws are not effac'd : 
He liveth ; nor doth Minos me confine ; 
But thence I came, where beam the looks so chaste 

Of Martia ; who, that thou wouldst own her thine, 
Seemeth, sainted breast, ev'n pleading now : 
For her dear sake, then, to our suit incline. 

Through thy seven regions grant us grace to go : 
My thanks, to her declar'd, shall this requite, 
An if thou deignest to be nam'd below." 
" Martia was so well pleasing in my sight, 

While yonder I sojourn'd," he then replied, 
" Her every wish I granted with delight. 

Now, since she dwells beyond th' accursed tide, 
Move me she can no more, through that decree, 
Which, when I parted thence, was ratified. 

But, as thou say'st, if thou commanded be 

By Dame from Heaven, there needs no flattering word — 
Ask in her name : suffices well the plea. 
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Go therefore : but be careful him to gird 
With a smooth rush ; and all impurities 
See from his face that they be cleans'd, and clear'd. 

For ill would soiled and beclouded eyes 
Show in the presence of the Angel, here 
Sent to administer from Paradise. 

This islet all around, down yonder there, 
Fast by the waves, which gently beating fall, 
On the soft oozy bed doth rushes bear. 

No plant with leaves, nor harden'd rind, at all 
Could there its life retain ; for none would bend, 
Submiss, to brook the ocean's mighty thrall. 

This done, another way returning wend : 

The sun will thee conduct, now orient-bright, 
Where, by the easiest slope, the Mount to ascend." 

And so he vanish'd : from my knees upright 
I rose, nor utter'd word ; but nearer space 
Drew to my Guide, and fix'd on him my sight. 

He then began ; " Now, son, my footsteps trace : 
Back let us move : because from here this plain 
Slopes, sinking down to its extremest base." 

The twilight dawn was fast upon the wane, 

Chas'd by the morning ; hence the tremulous glow 
I knew from far of the illumin'd main. 

The lonesome waste we travers'd, journeying slow ; 
As one, who seeks the path from which he stray 'd, 
And seems, until 'tis found, in vain to go. 

The place when reach'd, where the dew newly laid 
With the sun's heat contends, nor quite subdued, 
By reason of the cool protecting shade, 

My Master both his hands in gentle mood 
Plac'd on the herbage, fresh with humid dew ; 
And I, who well his purport understood, 

My cheeks, in tears bedrench'd, towards him drew : 
Then the pure surface, Hell had blacken'd o'er, 
He full uncover'd, and reveal'd to view. 



CANTO I. 145 

Then came we to the wild unpeopled shore, 
Whither no man, on strange adventure bound, 
Once sailing thence return'd for evermore. 

There, as 'twas elsewhere will'd, he girt me round : 
marvel ! to supply the plant, he chose, 
Like lowly, and that instant, on the ground, 

Whence it was pluck'd, a second plant arose ! 
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Already had the sun th' horizon gain'd, 

That covers Salem with meridian light, 

What time its altitude is full attain'd, 
And, in his circling orb adverse, the night 

Now from the Ganges with her scales forthcame, 

To drop them, when the day should reach its height ; 
80 that the pale and crimson-colour'd flame, 

That deck'd Aurora's cheeks, seen where I stood, 

By full-grown age, of orange tint became. 
Still on the beach we stay'd, in doubting mood ; 

Like men, uncertain where their course to take, 

Whose minds outrun their bodies on the road. 
When, Lo, as Mars appears at morning-break, 

Bed through the misty mantling veil to glare, 

Far in the West above the ocean-lake, 
I saw — again, Oh, may I see it there ! — 

A light along the sea, so swift of pace, 

No winged flight could with its speed compare. 
And, after that from it some little space 

I had mine eyes withdrawn, to ask my Guide, 

Its form more large, more brilliant, I could trace. 
Then something, strangely white, on either side 

'Gan to unfold ; and by degrees a new 

And second white, beneath it, I espied. 

10 
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My Master spake not, while as yet to view 
The first apparent shape the wings unrolTd ; 
But, when the Pilot, thus revealed, he knew, 

He cried : " Kneel, quickly kneel, and reverent fold 
Thine arms ; for see, God's Angel is at hand : 
More such officials thou shalt now behold. 

Mark, how he scorns the means, frail men demand : 
Oars none he asks ; his wings alone supply 
Sails for a voyage so far from land to land. 

Mark, how erect he points them to the sky, 
And with the eternal pinions stirs the air, 
Unlike our mortal wings, that change, and die." 

Then, as the Bird of Heaven more near, and near, 
Towards us came, his form more strongly shone 
Besplendent, that no eye the sight could bear : 

But mine I lowly bent ; and he anon 
Drew in a skiff, so light of keel, to shore, 
It scarcely dipp'd the wave, it floated on. 

Heaven's Pilot stood upon the poop, and bore 
" Blessed," as if plain written on his brow : 
On board, a hundred spirits sat, and more. 
" In exitu Israel de Egypto " — 

With what the Psalm, in sequel, doth contain, 
They chaunted all, in one melodious flow. 

Sign of the Holy Cross he. made ; and then, 
So blest, they all sprang quick upon the strand ; 
Swift, as before, he parted thence again. 

The troop, left there, seem'd strangers in the land, 
Peering around inquisitive ; as they, 
Who strive a thing all new to understand. 

The sun from every part shot forth full day, 

And from mid-heaven his shafts of quivering light 
Had now the Capricorn far chas'd away ; 

When the new-landed people rais'd their sight, 

And towards us turning said ; " The pathway show, 
If able, that conducts to yonder height." 
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Virgil replied ; " Ye think, belike, we know 
This place by frequence oft ; but, truth to say, 
We foreigners are here, as well as you. 

Short time, before ye came, we by a way 
Diverse arriv'd, so rough and hard to scale, 
That now to climb will seem but sport, and play." 

The souls, who by my breathing could not fail 
To know me yet alive, in body true, 
Turn'd, in their wonderment, all deadly pale. 

And as the folks, eager for tidings new, 

The man, whose hands the branch of olive bear, 
Beset, nor heed on whom they trampling go ; 

So on my face fix'd their inquiring stare 
The concourse, one and all, of spirits blest ; 
As for a while forgot their cleansing there. 

One I beheld advance before the rest, 
As fain to clasp me with so fond a strain, 
I felt me to a like endearment press'd. 

Shades, in all, but outward semblance, vain ! 
Behind him thrice my folding arms I laid, 
And thrice them void drew to my breast again. 

My looks, methinks, some wonderment pourtray'd, 
In that the phantom smil'd, and back withdrew : 
I follow'd still, and fresh approaches made. 

Calmly he told me to forbear : I knew 
Then who he was ; and I besought him, stay 
For parley brief, and then his course pursue. 

He answered ; " Just, as in my mortal clay 
I lov'd thee ; so I love thee now, set free : 
Therefore I stop : but wherefore here thy way ? " 
" Casella mine," I said, " that I may see 

This land again, I've pass'd the ocean wide : 
But who such length of time has ta'en from thee ? " 
" No wrong herein is done me," he replied ; 
" If he, who taketh whom and when he will, 
Has oftentimes this transit me denied. 
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Because the Will most just he follows still : 

Since three months past, he freely those hath ta'en, 
Who entering sought to purge their souls from ill. 

Hence I erroneous by the Western main, 
Where of the salt wave Tiber drinks, anon 
Of him a pass gratuitous did gain, 

At the sea-beach, whither he now is gone ; 
For there he musters every soul, that dies, 
Not sinking to the depth of Acheron." 

And I ; " If no new statute thee denies 
Memory, or use, of song — that amorous lore, 
My every thought so wont to tranquillize, 

Be it thy pleasure therewith to restore, 
For some brief space, my spirit, on the way 
So faint beneath the body's cumbrance sore." 
"Love, that discourses in my sold," straightway 
His song began, in such delicious strain, 
Its sweetness thrills within me to this day. 

I, and my Master, and the listening train, 
Into such ravishment were cast, as though 
Nothing, besides, could give us joy, or pain. 

And thus, absorb'd in the melodious flow, 

All fix'd we stood, when the great Sage drew nigh, 
Shouting ; " What meaneth this, ye spirits slow ? 

From whence this negligence ? this loitering — why ? 
Speed to the Mount ; so from your eyes to expel 
The beam, which to the Godhead blinds your eye." 

As pigeons, huddling at their wonted meal 
Of gathered blade or seed, repast so dear, 
Awhile suspend their strutting pout and swell, 

If aught arises, that awakens fear, 
And, left the food unfinish'd, haste their flight, 
As goaded on by some more urgent care ; 

So saw I this new bevy in affright 
Desist from song, and seek the Mountain's base ; 
Like one, who goes, yet whither knows not quite ; 

Nor less the speed, with which we fled apace. 
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Wide o'er the plain although the sudden flight 

Those shades had scattered towards the Mountain's side, 

To which we are impelTd by reason right, 
Yet close I kept me to my faithful Guide : 

And how should I have sped, from him apart ? 

Who for th' ascent had me with strength supplied ? 
Meseem'd, that self-accus'd he griev'd at heart — 

O power of conscience, dignified and chaste, 

For light offence how bitter is thy smart ! 
When stay'd his feet from that impetuous haste, 

That maims grave decency in what we do, 

My mind, by fear no longer holden fast, 
Expanded to its aim with ardour new ; 

Forthwith I gaz'd intent upon the height, 

That loftiest soars, and heavenward spreads to view. 
The sun, that in my rear flam'd ruddy bright, 

Was cleft in twain before me ; for in shade 

My body cast the intercepted light. 
I turn'd me then aside, as sore afraid, 

Lest I should be forsaken, when I spied 

In front of me alone the shadow laid. 
But, turning wholly round, " Why doubt thy Guide ? " 

Said my lov'd comforter : " Dost thou not know 

Me ever, to direct thee, at thy side ? 
'Tis eve already, where sepulchred low 

The body rests, from which a shade I threw ; 

Snatch'd from Brundusium, Naples keeps it now. 
If in my front thou dost no darkening view, 

Marvel no more, than when one solar ray 

Passes another, without hindrance, through. 
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Torments, and heat, and cold, to bear alway 
God's power attempers bodies, fram'd as mine : 
But how — to us He wills not to display. 

Insane the man, who hopes scant reason's line 
Th' Infinitude can traverse, which contains 
Three Persons in the Unity Divine. 

Rest in the cause — the Will, that so ordains : 
For, mortals, if the whole ye plain could see, 
Need none of Mary's child-birth then remains. 

Nor had ye seen great souls yearn fruitlessly ; 

For quench'd and calm'd were then their thirst to know, 
Which was their endless grief assign'd to be : 

I speak of Aristotle, of Plato too ; 

Ay, and of many more : " and here his face 
He bow'd, and silent stood with troubled brow. 

Meanwhile, we had attain'd the Mountain's base ; 
And we perceiv'd so steep the escarpment there, 
It would have foil'd the feet of swiftest pace. 

Path the most rough, and desolate, whate'er, 
Between Turbia found, and Lerici, 
Were, in comparison, a gentle stair. 
" Who knows the side, from whence the Mountain high 
Slopes down," my Master halting said, "that so 
Ascend might one, who has not wings to fly ? " 

And, while with countenance depress'd, and low, 
He search'd to trace how the ascent was plann'd, 
And I was gazing on the craggy brow, 

Upon the left appear'd to me a band 

Of spirits, who their steps, to my surprise, 
So slowly mov'd, they seem'd almost to stand. 
" Raise," said I to my Master, " quick thine eyes ; 
See, yonder come, from whom we chance may hear 
Counsel, if none thy knowledge yet supplies." 

He look'd upon me then, and with good cheer 

Said ; " Let us meet them ; for they journey slow : 
And thou, dear son, dismiss all doubt, and fear." 
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Yet were they distant from us far, although 
A thousand steps we had advanc'd ; may be, 
So distant, as a vigorous arm might throw : 

When all against the rock's embankment nigh 

Press'd back, and there stood closely wedg'd ; as they, 
Who pause in doubt, and search with curious eye. 

Virgil began ; " spirits elect, your day 
Of life who well have ended, by that rest, 
Sure to you all in my full credence, say, 

Where to the plain so sinks the Mountain's crest, 
That thence a way be found to scale the steep ? 
Time lost the wisest doth the most molest." 

Forth from the fold as troop a flock of sheep, 

By one, two, three ; while th' others still stand by, 
Timid, and low aground their faces keep, 

And, with the leader all at once comply ; 

Stop, if she stops, quick huddling to her side, 
Simple, and still ; nor know the reason why ; 

So saw I those advance, who foremost guide 
The movements of that life-predestin'd flock, 
In mien so chaste, in step so dignified. 

When the first comers saw the daylight broke, 
Which on my right the sun's effulgence threw, 
So that 'twas shade betwixt me, and the rock, 

They halted, and some little backward drew : 
Then those behind, who all came thronging near, 
Stopp'd also ; and yet none the reason knew. 
" I speak, ere question'd, to forestall your fear : 
This is a human body, which you see ; 
By it the solar beam doth rent appear : 

Nor marvel ; but be confident, that he, 

Not without Heavenly will, and Heavenly aid, 
Seeks to surmount the blest acclivity : " 

The Master thus : " Turn back," in answer said 
That worthy troop : " In front of us, go on ; " 
While signal with the hand revers'd they made. 
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" Whoe'er thou art," me then accosted one, 
" Turn, as thou passest, on me thy regard : 
Think, if on earth to thee I e'er was known." 

I turn'd, and close perus'd him : he appeared 
Comely and fair ; his look high rank express'd : 
But of his eyebrows one was gash'd, and scarr'd. 

When I with seemly reverence had confess'd, 

That him I ne'er had seen, he said ; " See now ; " 
Showing a wound, high planted on his breast. 

Then, with a smile : " In me Manfredi know, 
Costanza's grandson — her of Empress-sway — 
Wherefore, what time thou shalt return below, 

Haste to my beauteous daughter, thee I pray, 
The boast of Aragon, Sicilia's pride ; 
Tell her the truth, if others it gainsay. 

Soon as my body with two gashes wide 
Was sever'd unto death, with weeping eyes, 
To Him I turn'd, who loves our sins to hide. 

Full horrible were mine iniquities ; 

But boundless Mercy hath her arms outspread 
So wide, that none, who seek her, she denies. 

If he, Gosenza's Bishop, who was sped 
By Clement to the chase, pursuing me, 
This page of God's own Word had truly read, 

My bones would still near Beneventum lie, 
There at the bridge's head ; and safe interred 
Beneath the ponderous mole's security. 

Now drench'd in rain, now by the tempest stirr'd, 
Outcast, far hence, they He by Verde's stream, 
Whither, with lights extinct, he them transferr'd. 

Yet Sacerdotal curse is not supreme 
Eternal Love's reversal sweet to stay, 
While yet fair hope can cast a verdant gleam. 

Truth is, the rebel, to his dying day, 

'Gainst Holy Church, though penitent at last, 
Outside these bounds is sentenc'd to delay 
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Time thirty-fold, for his presumption past, 
Long, as he liv'd in sin ; if such decree, 
Through prayers devout, pass not away more fast. 

See, if thou canst not fill my heart with glee, 
Revealing to my good Costanza dear 
Thy having seen me, and my penalty ; 

For prayer from thence much aids advancement here." 
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When the experience of some grief, or woe, 
Does any of our faculties constrain, 
The soul within itself is gather'd so, 

That other powers seem "all to strike in vain : 
And this disproves the fallacy of those, 
Who deem three souls distinct enlighten man. 

Hence, when by hearing, or by sight, it knows 
What holds it thus in strict captivity, 
Time flies apace ; nor mark we, how it goes : 

Because 'tis one — the listening faculty ; 
Another — what enthralls the soul entire : 
This, so to say, is fetter'd ; that is free. 

I prov'd this truth : to listen, and admire, 

While yet that Shade detain'd my ravish'd ear, 
The sun, by me all unobserved, had higher 

Now fifty grades ascended ; when we near 
Approach'd a place, where those blest spirits cried, 
All with one voice ; " Lo, what you ask is here." 

Prong of the village-swain at summer-tide, 
When to the grape its umber hue is lent, 
Oft filleth up with thorns a gap more wide, 

Than wide the pass, from which we made ascent ; 
We two — my Leader first, alone then I 
Following, as from us now the squadron went. 



iS4 THE PURGATORIO: 

Men down to Noli, up to San Leo nigh, 
E'en to Bismantua's peak, are seen to go, 
Afoot ; but here a man needs wings to fly — 

With the swift wings, and pinions fleet, I trow, 
Of strong desire ; and by the guidance led 
Of him, my hope, my light the path to show. 

Up through the rifted stone with toil we sped, 
On either side close cramp'd for room, to creep 
CompelTd with hands, with feet, and sore bested. 

When the top ridge of the embankment steep 

Was gain'd, where spreads the Mountain bare to view, 
" Which way," I said, " my Master, must we keep ? " 

And he to me, " Forward thy course pursue ; 
Still in advance, ascend and follow me, 
Until we chance to meet some escort true." 

Lofty the height, beyond what eye could see ; 
And all the side so proudly elevate, 
Near perpendicular it seem'd to be. 

Wearied I thus began, in piteous state ; 
" Turn, Father dear, and see me left behind 
Lone and forlorn, if thou decline to wait." 
" Up to this point, my son," he answer'd kind, 

" But drag thee ; " and a terrac'd ledge he show'd, 
Which, on that side, around the Mount did wind. 

His words so spurr'd me in my languid mood, 
Myself I forc'd to scramble after, till 
My feet upon the circling cornice stood. 

There we together sat, and rested still, 
Facing the East, from whence our way we took — 
A sight oft wont the heart with joy to fill. 

To the low shores, at first, I turn'd my look ; 
Then to the sun aloft ; admiring how 
From the left side its beams upon us struck. 

Observed me well the Poet, that I so 
View'd in astonishment the solar car, 
Seen, entering, 'tween us and the North to go. 
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Whence he to me ; "If Leda's twin-born pair 
Did with that mirror bright associate, 
Which risen, or set, is still our guide, more near 

The ruddy Zodiac to the Bears rotate 

Then, sure, thou wouldst behold ; if from its way, 
Prescrib'd of old, it should not deviate, 

How this may be — ponder it well, I pray, 

With thoughts retir'd : imagine Sion's height, 
As if, on earth, it with this Mountain lay, 

And one horizon should to both bring light 
The hemispheres apart ; along the line, 
Which Phaeton ill knew to keep aright, 

Thou wouldst behold the sun careering shine 
On one, and then on th' other adverse side ; 
If clear thy ken discerneth things divine.' * 
" Never, be sure, my Master," I replied, 
" Saw I so clearly, as I see, this time, 
Where most my intellect requir'd a guide, 

How the mid-circle of the movement prime, 
The Equator call'd in astronomic art, 
Aye resting 'tween the hot and wintry clime, 
. For thy good reason shown, does hence depart 
Northward ; when they, who in Judea be, 
Seem to behold it towards the Southern part. 

But willingly, if so it pleaseth thee, 
How far we yet must travel, I would know ; 
For the cliff soars above what eye can see." 

Whereto he said ; " This Mount is order'd so, 
That the first rising ground is felt severe ; 
But less the pain, as higher up we go. 

Therefore, what time it shall to thee appear 
A pleasant slope, as easy to ascend, 
As down the stream with friendly breeze to steer ; 

Then know thee come unto this pathway's end : 
Repose awaits thee there, with toil opprest : 
No more I answer : on my truth depend.'* 
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And, when my Master had from speaking ceas'd, 
Sounded a voice from some one near : " May be, 
Thou first will be constraint to sit, and rest." 

With startled ears we quick turn'd round to see ; 
And on the left a mighty rock we view'd, 
As yet by him unnotic'd and by me. 

Thither we went ; and, Lo, before us stood 
A people in the shade behind the stone, 
As men are seen to stand in idle mood. 

And one of them, who seem'd with toil fordone, 
Was seated with his arms round either knee, 
While low, between, his head depress 'd was thrown. 
" Oh, good my lord," I said, " yon spectre see, 

Whose posture proves him more to sloth a slave, 
Than if his sister laziness might be." 

On this, he turn'd, and us attention gave : 

Slow o'er the thigh he rais'd his face : " The ascent 
Make thou," he said, " who art so mighty brave." 

I knew him then ; and, though with toil forspent, 
My breath I yet with difficulty drew, 
Yet this prevented not, but, straight, I went 

Towards him ; and, when I reach'd him, at my view, 
With head scarce rais'd, he said ; " The solar car, 
How to the left it doth its course pursue, 

Hast noted ? " I could scarce a smile forbear, 
Forc'd by his words abrupt, and lazy way : 
I spake ; " Belacqua, hence for thee I spare 

My tears ; but why here seated dost thou stay ? 
Dost thou a guide expect ? or, verily, 
Has sloth o'er thee regain'd its custom'd sway ? " 
" Brother," he said, " what good to climb more high ? 
God's Angel sits, the portal to defend, 
And entry to the pains would me deny. 

So long a period here I'm doom'd to attend, 
As in the former life I years delay'd, 
Because for sin I mourn'd not, till mine end ; 
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If prayer of intercession bring no aid — 
Prayer, rising from a heart, alive by Grace ; 
For nought avails the prayer, by sinners made." 

Before me now the Poet clomb apace, 

And said ; " Now speed thee well : behold the sun 
Strikes the meridian ; and the night her trace 

Already on Morocco's shore has thrown." 
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Already had I left the spectral band, 

And track'd my Leader's steps, when from behind 

Some one towards me, pointing with his hand, 
Exclaim'd : " Behold, no solar ray we find 

On the left side of him, who walks the last ; 

He seems, as still aliVe, his course to wind." 
Quick, at these words, mine eyes I backward cast, 

And saw them gazing on me with dismay, 

Still, still on me, and on the light displac'd. 
" Why so engross'd thy mind, upon the way," 

The Master ask'd, " as to impede thy course ? 

Concerns it thee, what here these babblers say ? 
Follow my steps ; leave folks to their discourse : 

Stand, like a tower immovable, that ne'er 

Vails its proud crest, for all the whirlwind's force. 
For he, whose mind an overgrowth doth bear 

Of thought on thought, defeats his primal aim ; 

Because each thought the other must impair." 
What could I answer, but " I come ? " The same 

I utter'd, flush'd, some little, with the red, 

Which oft acquits the soul of sinful blame. 
Across the path, meanwhile, as on we sped, 

Near, in our front, a band was seen to go, 

Who, verse and verse, the " Miserere " said. 
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On their perceiving that my hody through 
The rays I suffer'd not to pass, anon 
Their song they chang'd into a long hoarse — " Oh ! " 

And of them two, like messengers, ran on, 
To meet us with inquiry — " Grant our prayer ; 
Be unto us your true condition known." 

My Master then ; " Eeturn, ye gentle pair ; 
To those, your senders on this errand, say, 
Tis flesh, substantial flesh, this man doth wear. 

If, as I deem, they halted on their way, 
To view this shadow, ample my reply : 
TTiTn let them honour : he can well repay." 

Ne'er saw I meteors fir'd so swiftly fly, 
Cleaving the pure serene, at early night, 
Nor clouds, at sunset, in a summer's sky, 

As these rejoin'd their comrades on the height ; 
And, thither reach'd, to us they wheel'd, and so, 
As scours a troop, when in unbridled flight. 
" Full many they, who 'gainst us throng, I trow ; 
Thee to entreat they come," the Master spake : 
" Advance thou then ; and hearken, as thou go." 
" Spirit, whQ dost wend, thy peace to make, 
Clad in the flesh of thy first natal day," 
Coming they cried, "here stop, some rest to take. 

Look, if of us thou any hast seen, we pray, 
So that of him to earth thou tidings bear : 
Ah, wherefore haste ? Ah, wherefore not delay ? 

We all, alike, a violent end did share ; 

We sinners all, until Death's hour was nigh ; 
'Twas then by Heaven we so enlighten'd were, 

That with contrition, and in charity, 

We pass'd from life, at peace with God, who now 
Gives us a longing heart His face to spy." 
" Gaze, to my best, among you, none I know, " 
I said ; " yet, if so pleas'd, ye spirits blest, 
Say, what good service I for you can show, 
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Sure to be done, by that dear hope of rest, 
That leads me, in the steps of such a Guide, 
From world to world to rove, in holy quest." 

And one of them began ; " We all confide 
In thy kind service, though unsworn it be ; 
If to good will the power be not denied. 

Hence I, who speak, before the rest, pray thee, 
If e'er again the region fair, that lies 
Komagna and Apulia 'twixt, thou see, 

Courteous entreat, that prayers accepted rise 
In Fano for my soul ; that by such aid 
I may purge off my grave iniquities. 

I was from thence ; but those deep wounds were made, 
Through which my blood, seat of my life, outstream'd, 
There, where Antenor the foundation laid. 

There, where myself in safety most I deem'd, 
My death-blow from the Este's hand was sped, 
Whose wrath inordinate against me flam'd. 

But, if towards La Mira I had fled, 
At Oriaco when o'erta'en, not now 
Had I my portion found among the dead. 

Unto the marsh I ran : me cumber'd so 
The rushes and the mud, I fell ; and there 
Saw from my veins expand the gory flow." 

Another said ; " So prosperous may fare 

Thy wish, that draws thee up this Mountain high, 
As thou dost mine assist with piteous care. 

Of Montefeltro, Guido's son, was I : 
Nor wife, nor others, my sad durance rue : 
Wherefore, 'mong these I walk with drooping eye." 

And I to him ; " What force, what chance, withdrew 
Thee so afar from Campaldino's plain, 
That none thy place sepulchral ever knew ? " 
" Oh," he replied, " a stream, called Archian, 
'Neath Casentino rolls, whose rising flood 
In Apennine upsprings, o'er Ermo's fane ; 
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There, where its name is lost, I came pursued, 
Hastening afoot ; my throat sore gash'd, and cleft, 
Bedewing, as I fled, the plain with blood. 

There of all power of sight I was bereft ; 
My speech with * Mary ' clos'd ; and there I fell 
Lifeless, and all alone my corse was left. 

The truth I'll speak ; thou in the world it tell : 
The Angel of God me took : but, * Comest thou, 
From Heaven to rob me ? ' cried a fiend of Hell. 

* Thou for a little tear — a moment's woe — 
The deathless portion from my clutch dost bear ; 
But o'er the other other rule I'll show.' 

Thou knowest, how condenses in the air 
That humid vapour, that descends in rain, 
When reach'd the height, whose coldness makes it rare. 

Thither that Malice sped, with added bane 
Of ill device : it stirr'd the mist, and wind, 
Using the power, its nature doth retain. 

And then the valley, when as day declin'd, 
From Protomagno to the mountain o'er, 
It wrapp'd in gloom ; and so the heavens did bind, 

That the gross air turn'd fluid : down 'gan pour 
The waters : to the dykes then found its way 
That, which th' inundate land could hold no more ; 

And, as became a lordly torrent's sway, 
To the great river, with such force it roll'd, 
Headlong, that nothing could the onset stay. 

Swoln Archian my body stark, and cold, 
Found at her mouth, and into Arno cast, 
Loosening from off my breast the crucial fold, 

Mine arms had made, when death prevail'd at last : 
Along her banks, and bed, she whirled me ; 
Then with her spoils enclos'd, and swath'd me fast." 
" Ah, to the world when thou return'd shalt be, 
At rest from thy long pilgrimage, and woe," 
Bais'd a third spirit then her gentle plea, 
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" Me, who La Pia am, remember, too ; 
Born at Sienna, in Maremma dead — 
He knows it well, who on my finger drew, 
First, his dear gem, and to espousals led." 



-»o«- 
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Ended the game, when dicers home return, 

The loser oft, in grief will stay behind, 
. Sit, and repeat the throws, and sadly learn. 

Crowds throng the winner, each his gain to find : 
One shows in front ; one taps him in the rear ; 
One on his side awakes remembrance kind. 

He stops not ; while to some he lends an ear : 
Then gives to some, no longer who molest : 
And thus he guards him from the treadings near. 

So by the swarming Shades was I opprest : 
Now here, now there, I turn'd my face around, 
And 'scap'd, some promise made to each request. 

Here saw I Aretino, him, who found 

Death by the ruthless hands of Ghino sped ; 
And th' other, who afoot was chas'd, and drown'd. 

Here supplicated me, with hands outspread, 
Frederick Novello, and that Pisan son, 
Who brave Marzucco's worth exhibited. 

I saw Count Orso, and that injur'd one, 
Whose soul was wrench'd from its corporeal frame 
Through envious spite, and not for evil done — 

Pier della Brosse, I mean ; and let that dame 
Of Brabant fear, while yet alive, lest she 
Bank with a herd, of more revolting shame. 

From all the shadows, every one, got free, 

Who pray'd for others' prayers, that by such stead 
Their souls, in lesser time, might perfect be, 

11 
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Thus I began ; " O.thou, my light in need, 
I find it, somewhere, in thy page exprest — 
No prayer can change what Heaven has once decreed. 

Yet here this people pray for finish'd rest : 
Is then their hope, and expectation, vain ? 
Or, is thy sense to me not manifest ? " 

And he to me ; " My writing is quite plain ; 
Nor is their hope fallacious ; if but thou 
Dost view it with a mind unwarp'd, and sane. 

For Judgment's lofty summit stoops not low, 
Since love at once, in ardent zeal display'd, 
Fulfils whate'er the Shades, here station'd, owe. 

And in the place, where down this point I laid, 
Prayer for the sin could no purgation find, 
Because from God estrang'd the soul, who pray'd. 

Yet, in a doubt of this exalted kind 
Stay not contentedly ; unless thou be 
So taught of her, who best illumes thy mind. 

Dost mark my meaning ? Beatrice is she : 
High lifted on this Mountain's top, her face 
Badiant in smiles of gladness, thou shalt see." 

Then I ; " Kind Leader, quicken we our pace : 
E'en now I climb with pain, experienc'd less — 
And, lo, upon the steep eve's shade we trace." 
" We with this daylight further on will press," 
He answering said, " the uttermost we may : 
But on the Mount 'tis not, as thou dost guess. 

Ere thou the summit gain, the solar ray 
Beturning thou shalt see, now hidden there, 
So that its beams thou dost no longer stay. 

But yonder mark a soul, of thoughtful air, 
Lone and apart, who views us coming nigh ; 
He will the quickest way to us declare." 

Him we approach'd : spirit of Lombardy, 
How didst thou stand erect, with lordly crest ! 
How slow and nobly mov'd thy tranquil eye ! 
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He not a single word to us addrest ; 

But let us onward pass ; yet eyed us, grave, 

In manner of a lion, when at rest. 
Still, Virgil him drew near, and him did crave, 

To show us, where the best ascent was laid ; 

No answer to his prayer the Phantom gave ; 
But of our home, our life, inquiry made : 

And my dear Leader had his speech prefac'd — 

" Mantua " — on hearing which, the musing Shade 
Quick towards him sprang from where he first was plac'd, 

Saying ; " Mantuan, Bordello am I ; 

One of thy land ! " then close they both embrac'd. 
Ah, griefs sad home, thou servile Italy, 

Ship without pilot, on the wild waves thrown, 

No more a Queen to rule, but harlots sty ! 
That generous spirit, at the sound alone 

Of his dear country's name, so prompt was found 

A fellow-townsman with all joy to own ; 
And now, among thy living men, abound 

Broils without cease : his neighbour each devours, 

Though both enclosed by one same moat, and mound. 
Go, wretched one, and search along the shores 

Fencing thy land ; then thine own bosom scan, 

If peace be anywhere within thy doors. 
Though well on thee Justinian plac'd the rein, 

If void the saddle, how can good ensue ? 

Without him, less were thy reproach and stain. 
Ah, people, thou shouldst render God His due, 

And on his saddle Caesar leave to sway, 

The sacred precept if thou readest true. 
Behold, what fellness does the beast betray ; 

As one, by spur never chastis'd, and school'-d, 

Since on the bridle thou thy hand didst lay, 
German Albert, who dost leave unrul'd 

Her, hence untractable become ; and all, 

Because thou didst not ride with firmer hold. 
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Down on thy blood may righteous judgments fall ! — 
Strange judgments, too, so visibly fulfilTd, 
That thy successor they may well appall : 

Because thy sire, and thou, have let run wild, 
Cramp'd through the greedy lust of foreign sway, 
The land, where once th' Imperial garden smil'd. 

The Montagues, the Capulets, survey, 
Monalds, and Filippesques, thou reckless one ; 
To sorrow, those ; these, to distrust, a prey. 

See, cruel, — yes — see to thy Nobles done 
What outrage ; go, redress their wrongs ; and see 
What safety Santafiore now has won. 

Come, see thy Eome in tears, a widow she, 
Who, night and day, in solitude exclaims ; 
" My Caesar, wherefore still so far from me ? " 

Come, see, what mutual love thy race inflames : 
And, if in thee our wrongs no pity move, 
Blush for the tarnish, that thy glory shames. 

If right my speech, Great Helper from above, 
Thou, on the earth for us once crucified, 
Say, do Thy righteous eyes now elsewhere rove ? 

Or, dost Thou in Thy love betimes provide, 
Beep in the ambush of Thy heavenly plan, 
Some good, which from our knowledge Thou dost hide ? 

For Italy now teems, throughout her span, 
With tyrants ; and a new Marcellus he, 
The rustick boor, who turns a partizan. 

My Florence, thou mayst well contented be 
With this digression : thee it doth not need : 
Thanks to thy people's wit, that sets thee free. 

Many in heart are just, but slow, through dread 
Of action unadvis'd, to loose the bow ; 
Quick from thy people's lips the shaft is sped. 

Many the publick charge decline ; not so 
Thy people, who are foremost to reply, 
Shouting, without a call, " I gladly go." 
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Be jocund then ; for thou hast reason, why ; 
Thou art in peace, art rich, art very sage — 
The event will witness, if I thee belie. 

Athens and Sparta, in a bygone age, 
Framers of laws, so perfect in their way, 
Of ruling well show'd but a scanty gage, 

With thine compar'd ; whose acts such skill display, 
That in October what was spun, I trow, 
Scarce reaches to the mid-November day. 

How offc, within thy memory, hast thou 
Laws, coinage, office, manners of the town, 
Chang'd, and thy members chang'd again, ere now. 

And, if thou ponder well, and light be shown, 
Thou wilt thyself trace in that sick one, laid, 
Sleepless, and restless, on the couch of down, 

Who shifts from side to side, her pain to evade. 



-»o«- 
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When all exchange of courteous greetings glad 
Twice, and three times, repeated, well was o'er, 
Sordello, drawing back, " Who are ye ?" said. 
" Ere souls, deem'd worthy unto God to soar, 

Were taught and led to climb this Mountain's side, 
My bones Octavius to their burial bore. 

Virgil I am, for nothing else denied, 

But for defective faith, is Heaven to me:" 

These were the words, with which my Chief replied. 

Like unto one, who something suddenly 

Before him sees, who wondering cries in haste, 
" It is : no, 'tis not ;" scarcely knowing why : 

So look'd Sordello : down his eyes he cast ; 
Then turn'd towards him, with all meekness shown, 
And, in submissive act, his knees embrac'd, 
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And said ; " Of Latium thou glorious crown, 
In whom our tongue's full energy we trace, 
Boast ever of the native land, I own ; 

Shows thee to me what merit, or what Grace ? 
Tell me, if worthy found thy speech to hear, 
Com'st thou from Hell, and from what cloister'd 
" Through all the circles of the kingdom drear, [place?" 
Hither I come," he answer'd, " from below : 
Celestial Grace first mov'd, then led me here. 

For nothing done, for things, I fail'd to do, 
Lost is my vision of that Sun, thine eyes 
Fondly desire, which all too late I knew. 

Hell has a place, but not for agonies : 

Only 'tis sunk in gloom ; from thence the cry 
Sounds not in wailings, but in gentle sighs. 

Here with the little innocents am I, 

Bit with the fangs of Death, before releas'd 
From the first trespass of humanity. 

Here am I among those, who ne'er the vest 
Wore of the virtues Three : but good and wise 
In life unblam'd who practis'd all the rest. 

But, if thou knowest, and hast power likewise, 
Show that we sooner reach the Mountain's side, 
Where the right path to Purgatory lies." 

Ours here is no fix'd station," he replied ; 

Upward, and, all around, I'm free to stray: 
Far, as allow'd me, I will be thy guide. 

But see, how sinks ev'n now the parting day ; 
The ascent is no-wise to be made at night : 
'Tis good we then provide some pleasant stay. 

Spirits there are, short distance, to our right ; 
Thither, if so thou list, thy steps I'll lead ; 
And them to know, will yield thee sweet delight." 
" How so ? " 'twas answer'd ; " what would him impede 
Climbing by night ? — some other power, may be ; 
Or power his own, failing in time of need." 
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Then, on the ground his finger drawing, " See," 
Said good Sordello, " here beyond this line, 
The sun once set, no pass remains for thee. 

'Tis not, that other hindrance would confine, 
Save darkling night, but that embroils the will 
With lack of power to finish its design. 

One in this gloom might well descend the Hill, 
And all about its winding cornice stray, 
Long, as th' horizon bars the daylight still." 

Then did my Lord, as one admiring, say : 

" Now lead us thither, where thou didst declare, 
A sweet companionship would cheer our stay." 

A little onward now advanc'd we were, 
When I perceiv'd the Mount scoop'd out, and spread, 
As scoop'd upon the earth the vales appear. 
" Yonder shall be our course," that spirit said, 

" Where the slope bank forms, of itself, a screen ; 
There wait we, till the morn its radiance shed." 

A tortuous path, the rise and fiat between, 
Guided our progress underneath the height, 
To where the crowning verge is scarcely seen. 

Gold and fine silver, clearest red and white, 
Tincture of lucent stain from India's wood, 
Emerald, when newly crush'd and sparkling bright, 

Would, by the herbs and flowers, that there we view'd, 
Each vanquish'd, yield their boast of colours rare : 
. As yields the less, by greater when subdued. 

Not only was boon Nature's limning there, 
But one sweet odour, from a thousand stores 
Gather'd and blent, she indistinctly bare. 

Seated I saw upon the grass, and flowers, 
Spirits " Begina Salve " singing, who 
Were veil'd from sight in their secluded bowers. 
" Ere the now fading sun quite cease to glow," 
The Mantuan began, who us there led, 
" Wish not my guidance to the groups below* 
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Better their acts from this commanding head 
And faces will be scann'd, than if you were 
On lower ground within their hollow bed. 

He yonder, seated high, whose pensive air 
Shows him, as one, who had a trust betray'd, 
Through negligence, who fails the song to share, 

Rodolf the Emperor was ; with power he sway'd 
• The wounds to heal of death-struck Italy — 
Wounds, now beyond all other healing aid. 

Th T other, on whom with cheer he looks, is he, 
Who ruled the lands, which Moldau's waves convey 
To join the Elbe ; and then both join the sea ; 

Nam'd Ottacar, who, in his childish day, 
His bearded son Winceslaus far outvied, 
Pamper'd with ease, and every sensual way. 

And he, of the small nose, who at his side 
Holds converse close, with such kind looks express 'd, 
Blurr'd the white lily fair, and fleeing died. 

See, yonder, how he smites upon his breast ; 
That other, too, behold, who, wailing still, 
Lends to his cheek the hand, for pillow'd rest, 

Father — wife's father — he. of Gallia's ill : 
Conscious of his foul vicious life they are ; 
And hence the pains, that in their bosoms thrill. 

He, who so large of limb doth there appear, 
In concert join'd with him of manly nose, 
His girdle, brac'd with every virtue, bare ; 

And had the sceptre, when his reign did close, 
Fall'n to the stripling, seated nigh behind, 
Well had been seen how worth descending flows. 

This of the other heirs we cannot And : 
Now James, and Frederick, in succession reign ; 
But none possess th' entail of nobler kind. 

'Tis rare, that human goodness springs again 
Up by the branches ; and He wills it so, 
Who gives, that prayer the gift of Him obtain*. 
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My words apply to Charles, to Peter, too, 

Not less, that other, heard with him to sing ; 

Whence now, Apulia's, and Provence's woe. 
Less than its seed the plant so far doth spring, 

As beyond Beatrice, and Margaret, 

Costanza still boasts of her bridal ring. 
Lord of the simple life on that lone seat 

Henry of England see ; in this more blest, 

That from his stock there grows a fruit more meet. 
Yonder is Marquis William : mid the rest 

Lower he sits, with looks on Heaven intent ; 

Who made, by Alexandria's wars distrest, 
The Canavese, and Montferrat, lament." 
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It was the hour, that wakes desire anew 
In men upon the sea, and melts the heart, 
The day, when said to dearest friends — " Adieu ; " 

And the young pilgrim feels love's tender smart, 
If, haply, heard the bell, which seems from far 
To mourn the day, now ready to depart ; 

When all was hush'd betimes in silence there : 
And I beheld a spirit risen nigh, 
Who signall'd that the rest attent should hear. 

He clasp'd, and lifted up, his hands on high, 
Fixing his eyes towards the east ; as though 
He spake to God — " None other care have I." 

" Te lucis ante " from his lips 'gan flow 
Then with such sweetness, so devout a tone, 
My mind no longer seem'd itself to know. 

Nor less devout, less sweet, the rest anon 

Throughout the hymn entire, in sequence join'd ; 
Their eyes upon the wheels supernal thrown. 
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To know the truth here sharpen well thy mind, 
Beader ; to pierce so finely spun a veil, 
'Tis etosy, and yet not its meaning find. 

I saw that honour'd squadron of the dale 
All silent elevate their suppliant eyes, 

v In deep expectancy, resign'd and pale. 

And I beheld descending from the skies 

Two Angels, with two flaming swords in hand, 
Truncate in length, and shorn of point likewise. 

Green, as the new-born leaflets, freshly stain'd, 

Shone forth their raiment, which by wings of green 
Was gently wafted from behind and fann'd. 

One o'er our heads, short distance, rested then ; 
The other to the bank opposing flew ; 
So that the spectral band was shut between. 

Their locks I clear discern'd of auburn hue ; 
But from their faces shrank the vanquish'd eye ; 
Such power was theirs all vision to subdue. 
" They both from Mary's bosom issuing fly, 
As watchers of the vale," Bordello said, 
" Against the Serpent, even now quite nigh. 1 ' 

Then I, not knowing by what path it sped, 

Turn'd round, and closely to the shoulder clung, 
Which ever was my trust, congeal'd with dread. 
" Descend we now the mighty Shades among, 
With them to speak," Sordello further said : 
" Your presence will delight the blessed throng." 

Me thinks, descending I but three steps made, 
And stood below ; and there beheld I one, 
Who me alone to know a wish betray'd. 

Already was the air obscur'd and brown, 

Yet not so much, that 'tween our eyes thereby 
Might not be trac'd what was in distance thrown. 

We mov'd towards each other ; then said I ; 
" Judge Nino, noble soul, what joy was mine, 
When thee I saw, not with the dead to lie I " 
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Of greetings warm there lack'd no single sign : 
He ask'd ; " What time is past, the Mountain's base 
Since thou didst reach from yonder distant brine ? " 
" Oh," I exclaim'd, " forth from the woeful place 
This morn I came : my first life is not spent ; 
I seek the second by this way, I trace." 

Soon as he thus heard told my soul's intent, 
Sordell, and he, withdrew them back anon, 
Like people seiz'd with sudden wonderment. 

One turn'd to Virgil ; th' other unto one, 

There seated, crying out ; " Quick, Conrad, rise : 
Come see, how God's good will in grace is shown ! " 

And then to me ; " By all thy special ties, 
Of gratitude towards Him, who loves to hide 
His prime first cause, to which no access lies, 

When reach'd the land beyond the waters wide, 
Bid my Giovanna intercede with prayer 
For me, where holy prayers are not denied. 

No longer, sure, her mother holds me dear, 

Since the white weeds she chang'd of widowhood — 
Weeds, that, sad soul, she'll yearn again to wear. 

Full easy may in her be understood, 

How soon the flames of woman's love are stay'd, 
When not by sight, or contact, oft renew'd. 

So fair a tomb will ne'er for her be made 
By the fell viper, camp'd on Milan's field, 
As would Gallura's cock for her have laid." 

So spake he ; and his looks were nobly seal'd 
With that bold stamp of energy sincere, 
Which fires the heart, in measure thence reveal'd. 

Still was I gazing on the heavenly sphere 
Absorb'd, where roll the starry lights more slow ; 
As 'twere a wheel, where most the pivot near. 

My Leader then ; " Son, what regardest thou 

Yonder ? " " Those flamelets three," I said, " whereby 
This hither pole is seen all o'er to glow." 
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And he to me; " The four bright Stars thine eye 
Saw at this morning's dawn below appear ; 
And these, where th' others were, are lifted high." 

While as he spake, Sordello drew, him near, 

Saying ; " Our foe comes on : behold, and see ! " 
And pointed with his finger, showing where. 

Just at the place, where the vale's narrow lea 
Lies unprotected, was a Serpent seen — 
The one to Eve that gave sad food, may be — 

Trailing he crept the grass and flowers between ; 
And ever and anon his back and face 
He curl'd, as licks a beast its fur to clean. 

I nothing saw, and therefore cannot trace, 
How the Celestial falcons mov'd from there ; 
But well I knew that both had left the place, 

Feeling the green wings cleave the yielding air : 
The Serpent fled ; then to their station flew 
With wings of even poise the Angelic pair. 

That Shade, who near went to the judge, all through 
The time of that anticipated fight, 
Not once from me his fix'd regard withdrew. 
" So may the flame, that heavenward leads thee right, 
Find wax sufficing in thine own free-will 
To serve thee, till thou gain the enamelTd height," 

Began he ; "if true tidings, good or ill, 
Thou hast of Magra's vale, or region nigh, 
Inform me ; for that land my power did fill. 

Conrado Malespina nam'd was I ; 

Yet not the first, but a descended son : 
Here over-love to mine I purify." 
" Oh, ne'er to your dear country have I gone," 
To hi™ I said ; " but in all Europe where 
Dwelleth the man, to whom it is not known ? 

The fame, that decks your house with guerdons fair, 
The nobles loud proclaim, proclaims the land ; 
So that he knows it, who not yet was there. 
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I swear by all my hopes aloft to stand, 
That still your honourable race maintain 
The praise of valorous sword, and open hand. 

From use and nature such a meed they gain, 
That, while the world distorts its guilty head, 
Alone they walk in truth, and ill disdain." 

And he, " Now pass : the sun seven times his bed 
Shall not revisit, which the Earn around, 
Cov'ring with his four-footed forks, is spread, 

Ere this thy courteous sentence shall be bound, 
Ay, nail'd more firm thy central brain within, 
Than by another's speech could well be found ; 

If justice a due course unhinder'd win." 
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Old Tithon's concubine 'gan now appear, 
Mantling the Eastern ridge in pallid light, 
Forth from th' embracement of her leman dear. 

Her forehead with fair gems was glittering bright, 
Set in the Scorpion's chill celestial sign, 
Wont with his tail the nations to affright. 

Now night two steps, in her ascending line. 
Had well advanced, seen from our station there, 
Already was the third on its decline : 

When I, who with me Adam's burden bare, 
By sleep o'ercome, lay sunk in brief repose 
On the green sward, whereon we seated were. 

It was the prime, when morn reviving glows, 
And the lone swallow tunes her plaintive lays- 
Memento, may be, of her olden woes — 

And when the mind, from earthly carnal ways 
Now more abstract, and least with care bested, 
Comes nearest Heaven in her ethereal gaze ; 
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I in my dream an eagle over-head, 

Of golden plumes, suspended seem'd to spy, 
Eeady for swooping down, with wings outspread. 

And then she look'd, as hovering 'neath the sky, 
Where Ganymede forsook his kindred dear, 
When caught up to the grand consistory. 

Methought within me ; Haply, only here 
Her use to strike for prey ; from other place, 
Haply, her talons scorn the prey to bear. 

Then seem'd she, after wheeling some brief space, 
To swoop down, terrible, as lightning stroke, 
And lift me towards the fire in her embrace. 

Then to my seeming we together took 
The flame, which in th' imaginary blaze 
So scorch'd, it burst my sleep, and I awoke. 

Like as Achilles shudder'd in amaze, 
Peering around him, to discover clear 
His whereabout, with wild awaken'd gaze, 

When sleeping in her arms from Chiron's care 
His mother snatch'd him, and to Scyros sped, 
From whence the Greeks, in after time, him tare ; 

So shudder'd I, as the deep slumber fled 
Abruptly from my face : I stood, as one 
Aghast, and icy cold, and pale, as dead. 

My comforter was nigh, and he alone ; 
And my regard was bent towards the shore, 
Already, by two hours, now ris'n the sun. 
" Thy frighted soul," my Master said, " restore ; 
Assur'd, that in good season we are here : 
Cramp not thy vigour, but expand it more. 

Now art thou come to Purgatory ; near 
Behold the rock, that girds its circling way : 
See, at yon cleft, its entrance plain appear. 

Ere dawn'd the light, the harbinger of day, 
When lost thou wast in sleep upon the bed, 
Bedeck'd with flowers, the valley's sweet array, 
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A Lady came ; ' Lucia I am/ she said : 
* I ask, that hence this sleeper I may take : 
Easier will be his way, by me when led.' 

Sordell and th' other souls of noble make 
Eemain'd : she took me, and, as day shone bright, 
Ascended, I ascending in her wake. 

She lodg'd me here, after her eyes' fair light 
Had pointed out the gap unclos'd ; and then 
She, and my sleep, together wing'd their flight." 

As one, reliev'd of doubts, inflicting pain, 
For peace exchanges his afflictive fear, 
When to his mind the truth is offer'd plain ; 

Such peace had I ; and when my Master dear 
Saw me compos'd, he onward mov'd ; and I 
Towards the steep ascended in his rear. 

Eeader, thou notest, how I lift more high 

The theme, I sing ; nor wonder, with new grace 
If, hence, I under-propping meet supply. 

We near'd the spot ; and now had gain'd the place, 
From whence I first discern'd a fissure bare, 
As when a gap, breaching a wall, we trace. 

I saw a gate ; beneath it was a stair, 

Form'd of three steps, each of a different hue ; 
A Porter, yet who nothing spake, was there. 

Through near approach when all was known more true, 
On the top-step him seated I beheld, 
His look so bright, I could not brook the view ; 

And in his hand a naked sword he held, 
From which so smote us the. reflected ray, 
My sight, though struggling oft, was forc'd to yield. 
" What would ye here ?" he straight began to say; 

" Speak thence, from where ye stand : your escort — 
Beware, lest not unscath'd ye climb this way." [who ? 
" A Lady of Heaven, who well your laws doth know," 
My Master answer'd him, "but now of late 
Told us — the gate is yonder ; thither go." 
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" And may she well your course facilitate, 

And prosper it," resum'd the Porter bland : 

" Come, therefore ; by our steps approach the gate." 

So on we far'd : the step-stone first at hand 
Was marble white ; so clear its polish'd show, 
In it myself — my very self — I scann'd. 

The second bare a colour of dark blue ; 
As of volcanic slate its rugged grain ; 
'Twas lengthways split, split in the traverse, too. 

The third, which o'er the rest was massive lain, 
Meseem'd, of porphyry ; its flaming shone 
Like blood, fresh spouting from an open'd vein. 

Th' Angel of God, his feet the last upon, 
Was sitting on the threshold, which, to me, 
The semblance wore of adamantine stone. 

With ready will I pass'd the step-stones three, 
Led by my Guide, who me bespoke ; " Entreat 
Bight humbly, that the bolt unloosen'd be." 

Submiss I cast me at the sacred feet, 
And ingress crav'd, of his benignant grace ; 
But thrice upon my breast at first I beat. 

He moved the pointed sword seven times, to trace 
"P" on my brow therewith, and said ; " Take care, 
When come within that thou these wounds efface." 

Ashes, or new-dug mould, a colour bare 
One with the dress, in which he stood array'd ; 
Two Keys he thence drew forth, which under were. 

Of gold was one ; of silver th' other, made : 
First with the white, next with the yellow Key, 
He so the portal plied, that I was glad. 
' " When of these two fails either," then said he, 
" Within the wards the proper turn to find, 
The gate keeps shut : none can admitted be. 

More dear is one ; th' other more skill, and mind, 
Asks for its proper use, the lock to turn ; 
For this it is, which doth the knot unbind. 
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Me gave them Peter ; and he bade me learn 

Bather to open, than to shut ; for sin 

If only at my feet the people mourn." 
Then on its valves the gate he roll'd amain, 

Saying ; " Now enter ; but of this beware — 

Who looks behind is cast outside again." 
And, when the swivels on the hinges were 



Turn'd round of that high consecrated pile — 
Hinges, of metal strong, and grating jar — 

Tarpeia's rock ne'er knew like harsh recoil, 
When good Metellus from its guard they tore, 
Whence all was left a lean and empty spoil. 

I turn'd, arous'd, at the first thundering roar ; 
And " Te Deum laudamus" seem'd to hear, 
From voices, sweetly join'd, within the door. 

And such my listening rapture did appear, 
As when, on Holy day, a vocal strain 
Comes with the organ-peal, to thrill the ear ; 

And now 'tis lost, and now 'tis caught again. 
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When come within the threshold of the gate, 
Now in disuse, through that corrupt self-love, 
Which makes the crooked way appear the straight, 

I heard the hinges, at its shutting, move : 

Had I then thither backward turn'd mine eyes, 
For fault so great what plea could worthy prove ? 

Up climb'd we by a rock, split in such wise, 
That either edge still tilted, as the tide 
Which now advances, now receding flies. 
" Some little skill must here our movements guide, 
That footing sure we gain," the Master said, 
" Now here, now there, so as inclines the side." 
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Our steps, impeded thus, so slowly sped, 
Already had the moon's extremity 
Regain'd for stated rest her ocean-bed, 

Ere we emerg'd from forth that needle's eye : 
But, when we were at liberty, and clear, 
Where slopes the Mount back towards the summit 

I faint with toil, and both uncertain, where [high, 

The path to find, we paus'd on level ground, 
Than wilderness on earth more lone, and drear. 

Equal the width, from the void outer bound 
To the steep rock, whence it ascends, would be, 
To thrice the stature of our bodies found. 

And, to the utmost, that mine eyes could flee, 
With winged speed to left;, or dexter, side, 
The same, throughout, this cornice seem'd to me. 

Scarce had we stepp'd thereon, when I descried 
That all the rock, lining around the space, 
Where most ascent on foot the steep denied, 

Was of white marble, and so deck'd the place 
With sculptures, that not Polyclete alone, 
But nature's self, had suffer'd there disgrace. 

That Angel, who convey'd the message down 
Of the long-wept-for peace, which op'd anew 
Heaven's gate long interdicted, there was shown. 

In act so full of grace before our view 

He- stood, it seem'd, as if the image stirr'd, 
And all but spake ; to life it was so true. 

A person would have sworn, he "Ave " heard : 
For here was figur'd, too, the Blessed maid, 
Who turn'd the key, whence love Divine appear'd. 

And on her act the speech was clear pourtray'd, 
" Ecce ancilla Dei : " such the art, 
As when a form in moulded wax is laid. 
" Yet dwell not thus, fix'd on a single part," 
My gentle Master said, who had me near 
That side of him, where beats the human ^heart. 
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On this, my gaze from thence I drew to where, 
Behind the Virgin ever-blest, my guide 
Was station'd, who had me conducted there. 

Another story on the rock I spied ; 
Wherefore, by Virgil passing, I drew nigh, 
With better point of view to be supplied. 

On the same slab were carv'd in effigy 
The cart, and oxen, drawing the Ark along ; 
Whence men, uncall'd, from Holy functions fly. 

Crowds led the way : and there was seen a throng, 
In order of a sevenfold choir display'd ; 
The eye affirm' d, the ear denied, their song. 

Like was the incense with its smoke pourtray'd : 
So vivid to the fancy both express'd, 
That the same strife 'tween smell, and sight, they 

With foot uprais'd, before the Sacred chest, [made. 

The humble Psalmist danc'd in sportive mood ; 
More than a King, and less, thereby confest. 

At a grand palace-window Michal stood, 
Over against him ; and with haughty frown, 
Like Lady sore aggriev'd, the scene she view'd. 

My station now I chang'd, to gaze upon 
With nearer view another story there, 
Which, behind Michal, on the marble shone. 

Here was recorded the achievement rare 

Of Eome's great Prince, whose merit pav'd the way 
Of mighty triumph to St. Gregory's prayer ; 

Of the Imperial Trajan this I say — 
Lo, a young widow at his horse's rein, 
Cloth'd in sad tears and sorrow's dark array. 

Crowding and trampling seem'd th' attendant train ; 
While o'er his head the Eagles in the gale 
Wav'd their proud wings, inwove with golden grain. 

The mourner look'd thus pleading, mid them all ; 
" For my son's sake, avenge, I pray thee, Sire, — 
My son, with broken heart whose death I wail : " 
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And he look'd answering ; " For a while retire ; 
Wait my return " — " My Lord," she said anon — 
For grief had made impatient her desire— 
" If thou return not ? " — " He, who fills my throne, 

Will help thee then" — And she ; " His righteous deed, 
What hoots it thee, if thou neglect thine own ? " 

He then ; " Take comfort : hence I'll not proceed, 
The duty till fulfilled, which thee I owe : 
So justice wills, and pity stays my speed." 

He, who a novelty can never know, 

Made human speech thus to the eye appear ; 
All new to us ; for ne'er so seen below. 

While with delight I contemplated here, 
The emblems of such lowliness profound, 
For the great workman's sake, to sight so dear ; 

My Master gently spake ; " From yonder ground 
Come slowly hither many, who, may be, 
Will guide our steps to the more lofty round." 

Mine eye, new objects ever glad to see, 
Intent thereon, as such ne'er fail to please, 
To him were turn'd that moment eagerly. 

Eeader, I would not that thy mind should cease 
Scar'd from its holy purpose, if I show 
From debt of sin the mode of God's release. 

Mind not of martyrdom the seeming woe ; 

Think of the harvest ; think, that sadder pain, 
None, pass'd the mighty Doom, can undergo. 
" Master, what see I here ? " I then began : 

" Nought human-like in form it doth appear : 
My sight is maz'd; I look, but look in vain." 

And he to me ; " Their penalty severe 
Down weighs them to the ground : wherefore mine eyes 
Doubted at first, and at contention were. 

But yonder look thou close, and recognize 
What stirs from under that incumbent mass : 
Now canst thou trace how each down stricken lies." 
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Christians, elate with pride, wretched race, 
Who, weaken'd in the vision of the mind, 
On crooked ways your vain reliance place ; 

Perceive ye not, that ye are worms, in kind, 
To form the butterfly Angelic born, 
That to the Justice flies, whom none can blind ? 

Why floats your soul aloft in pride and scorn ; 
Since nought ye be, but insects incomplete, 
Poor worms, but half made up, and left forlorn ? 

On floor, or roof, for sustentation fit, 
One sees, at times, an antic figure bent ; 
So that the knees and breast together meet ; 

Which, if untrue, gives real grief a vent 

In the beholder's mind ; such here the press 
Afflictive, as on them I look'd intent. 

True is, they were contracted more, and less, 

As more, and less, the weight o'ercame them sore ; 
And he, who seem'd most patience to express, 

Yet seem'd with tears to say — " I can no more." 
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Our Father, Thou, of Heaven, yet not by space 
There circumscrib'd, but for the love more dear 
Wherewith Thou dost the first effects embrace, 

By all create, in Heaven, on earth, and here, 
Thy Name be prais'd ; for it is meet all own 
With thanks Thine excellence, above compeer. 

To us let Thy good Kingdom's peace come down ; 
For, if it come not, never can we rise 
With all our striving to Thy glorious throne. 

And, as Thine Angels, while they rend the skies 
With loud Hosannas, yield to Thee their will ; 
So. may all people bring like sacrifice. 
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Us, day-by-day, with daily manna fill ; 

Unstay'd by which, this desert sharp along, 
Who would be first is found receding still. 

And, as we pardon each the suffer'd wrong, 
To us so pardon grant benign ; nor weigh 
Our merit, in whom nought is good, or strong. 

Our strength, so soon that fainteth in the fray, 
Lead not to trial with the ancient foe ; 
But save us from his goading stings, alway. 

This last request, dear Lord, is offer'd now 
Not for our sakes — for here there is no need — 
'Tis made for our survivors left below." 

Thus for themselves and us all happy speed 

Asking, those Shades advanc'd, with burdens bound 
Oppressive, such as oft our slumbers breed ; 

Not all alike tormented, on the round 

Of the first cornice, wan, with toil forspent ; 
Purging away the mundane gloom profound. 

If these, above, aye pray for our content, 

How should, below, ascend for them the prayer, 
Pour'd out from hearts of rooted good intent ? 

Our aid should well be given, their stains to clear 
Contracted in our world ; that pure, and light, 
They hence escape to gain the starry sphere. 
" Oh, soon may mercy sweet, and justice right, 
The pressure of your burden so unbind, 
That you may rise, to wing your wish'd-for fliglft ; 

As ye shall show us, where the path doth wind 
Up shortest ; and, if paths be many, say, 
Where that, which slopes most easy, we may find. 

For this one, my companion, with the clay 
Of Adam's cumbrous flesh is so array'd, 
That, 'gainst his will, he slowly wends his way." 

The words, in answer giv'n to what had said 
My kind Conductor, it appear'd not plain 

, By whom, of all their number, they were made. 
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But this we heard ; " Accompany our train, 
Far as the bank to the right hand : the pass 
There lies, which well can climb a living man. 

And, were I not sore hinder'd by the mass, 

Which now my crest, once too erect, bows down, 
So that to earth constrained, I bend my face ; 

I would essay to recognize this one, 

Who, though alive, yet speaketh not ; that he, 
Might in compassion, ease this weight of stone. 

Of a great Tuscan born, a Latian I : 
Aldobrandeschi was my sire : his name 
If ye have heard, and high celebrity. 

Mine ancient blood, and gallant deeds of fame 
'Ancestral, caus'd my soul so proud to grow, 
That, heedless of the dust from whence we came, 

I look'd on all with such disdaining brow, 
It cost me life : Siena this can tell ; 
And every child in Compagnatico. 

Omberto I am ; nor me alone befell 

Evil through pride ; for all my kin it led 
Into disaster by its fatal spell. 

And here I'm doom'd to move with sunken head 
Such time, until I make amends to God ; 
What I deferr'd, when live, I pay, now dead." 

In act of hearing, low my head I bow'd ; 
And one — 'twas not the speaker — 'mong the rest, 
Writh'd him aside beneath his galling load. 

He saw, he knew me ; and he me addrest, 
His straining eyes fix'd on me from below, 
As at his side I pac'd with head deprest. 
' Oh," I exclaim'd, " art Oderigi thou — 

Agobbio's praise, praise of that art of thine, 
Call'd to * Illuminate ' at Paris now ?" 
' Brother," he said, " more fair the pages shine, 
Which Franco Bolognese loves to trace : 
In full his work is prais'd ; in part, is mine. 
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Ne'er, in my life, had I this generous grace 

Shown him ; because with zeal intense I burn'd, 
Surpassing all, to claim the loftiest place. 

Now of my pride I reap the wages earn'd ; 
Nor, were I even here, except that I, 
While capable of sin, to God return'd. 

empty boast of man's sufficiency ! 
How short the verdure on the summit stays, 
Unless an age more gross comes following nigh ! 

In painting Cimabue thought to raise 
Himself supreme : now all of Giotto tell, 
So that bedimm'd the former name decays. 

One from the other Guido snatch'd, as well, 
Our tongue's fair prize ; but, haply, born is one, * 
Who from the envied nest will both expel. 

Nought else is this world's rumour, and renown, 
Than a vain passing wind, blown every way, 
Changing the name, as here, or there, 'tis gone. 

If, in old age, thou shufflest off thy clay, 

What greater fame were thine, than wert thou found 
Dying, ere left thine infant toys, and play, 

Let pass a thousand years — a narrower bound, 
Touching Eternity, than is the eye, 
That winks, compar'd with heaven's most tardy round ? 

Him, in my front, so creeping whom we spy, 
All Tuscany with praise proclaim'd ; but now 
Siena scarcely breathes his memory, 

Where lord he rul'd, what time the deadly blow 
Struck the mad fury of the Florentine, 
Then proud uplift, as now infam'd, and low, 

Your boasted fame comes, and is no more seen, 
Like colour of the grass ; it changes, too, 
By the same power, that rais'd it crude and green." 

And I ; " Blest humbleness thy words so true 
Graft in my heart, and sink my swelling pride ; 
But who is he, in front, before our view ? " 
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" 'Tis Provenzan Salvani," he replied; 

" Because he proudly sought all sway to hold, 

Lord of Siena, he doth here abide. 
Thus has he far'd, thus faring him behold : 

Ever, since death, in this same coin he pays 

The debt, exacted of the over-bold," 
And I ; " But, if the spirit, who delays 

Till life's last agony, for sin to grieve, 

Ascends not, but below with loiterers stays, 
(Unless the prayer of holy souls relieve) 

As long a period, as he liv'd below ; 

How came he here ? and whence was his reprieve ?" 
He answer'd ; " In his life's most brilliant show, 

Unask'd he stood, on Siena's public plain — 

A suitor, not asham'd to bend him low ; 
And there, his friend to rescue from the pain, 

He then in Charles's dungeon had to endure, 

Himself reduc'd to thrill through every vein. 
I say no. more ; I know my speech obscure : 

Yet, short time hence, thy neighbours will supply 

Thee with a comment of solution sure : 
This was the deed, betimes that rais'd him high." 
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As oxen, pair'd beneath the yoke, I went, 
Together with that sore encumber'd Shade, 
Long as the dear Instructor gave consent. 
" Quit him, and onward pass," but when he said, 
" 'Tis now with stretch of sail, and strain of oar, 
That, to the best, each one his vessel aid." 

Erect I rais'd my body, as before, 

Beady prepar'd to journey on, although 
Still lowly, and subdued, my thoughts I bore. 
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I was already thus alert to go, 
Following my Master's track : and so we sped 
As soon our nimbleness of foot to show. 
" Down to the ground direct thine eyes," he said ; 
"Of travel the annoy it will relieve, 
If thou observe on what thy footings tread." 

As, that on earth some memory may survive, 
Tombs o'er the dead within the burial-ground 
In emblems show how they were wont to live ; 

Whence, not unseldom, the remembrance fond 
Pierces the heart, and wakes the bitter tear, 
In souls devout, alone who feel the wound ; 

So saw I, but of semblance much more fair, 
With sculptur'd forms artistical display'd 
The way, protruding from the Mountain bare. 

On one hand, him I saw far nobler made, 
Than cteatures all, from th' Empyrean high 
Sheer, as the lightning stroke, fall down dismay'd. 

I saw, transfix'd by Heaven's keen archery, 
Briareus prostrate, on the other hand, 
And in cold death his body ponderous lie. 

I saw Tymbrffius, Mars, and Pallas stand, 

Still arm'd, around their father ; as they spied 
The limbs dispers'd of the gigantic band. 

Nimrod I saw, beneath his toil of pride, 

Maz'd and confus'd ; while he beheld the clan, 
At Sennaar, with him, who God defied. 

Niobe, what floods of grief, and pain, 

Stream'd from thine eyes, as thee I there deplor'd, 
Seen 'twixt thy seven — thy seven — dear children slain ! 

Saul, when dead upon thine own good sword,' 
How in Gilboa wast thou grim to see, 
Where rain none, after, fell, nor dew was pour'd ! 

fond Arachne, — yes — I gaz'd on thee — 

Wretched, half-spider, on the rags, which wrought 
Thine own sad hands, thine own sore ill to be ! 
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Behoboam, here thy form, methought, 
Menac'd no longer : thee, in dire dismay, 
The chariot rescues, ere by others sought. 

Here it was shown upon the hard causeway, 
How once Alcmaeon, at a cost most dear, 
Made for the fatal gaud his mother pay. 

Here, too, was shown, how the fraternal pair, 
In Nisroch's fane did Sennacherib kill ; 
And how, when dead, they him abandon'd there. 

'Twas shown, what havoc, butchery, and ill, 
Tomyris wrought, when she to Cyrus said ; 
" Blood was thy thirst ; of blood now take thy fill." 

'Twas shown, e'en to the relicks of the dead, 
How, Holophernes slain, in battle turn'd 
The proud Assyrians, who dispers'd and fled. 

'Twas shown, how Troy in caves and ashes mourn'd : 
Hion, how exceeding sunk, and vile, ^ 
The sculpture told thee, which I here discern'd ! 

What skill of pencil, what well-handled style, 
The shadows, and the outlines, drew, that there 
Would raise, in keenest wits, the wondering smile ? 

The dead look'd dead ; the live quite living were : 
He saw them not, who saw them really true, 
Better than I, while down my face I bare. 

Ye sons of Eve, now your proud ways pursue 
With neck aloft ; nor stoop, lest haply ye 
May have your own ill-chosen path to view. 

More space around the Mount already we 
Had pass'd ; meanwhile, much farther had the sun 
Progress'd, than one had deem'd, absorb'd like me ; 

When he, who, ever wakeful, led me on 
Fronting, began his speech ; " Thine head uprear : 
The time to walk, declining thus, is gone. 

Behold an Angel towards us hastening near, 
And now the sixth handmaiden of the day, 
Her duty done, no longer lingers here. 
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Thy mien and looks with reverence array ; 
That he well pleas'd to send us up may deign : 
Think, how revives no more this morning's ray." 

I of lost time had well been taught the bane 
By his advising oft ; I therefore now 
His meaning in these words could construe plain. 

The beauteous creature towards us mov'd, as snow 
White in apparel ; and his visage shone 
Sparkling, as seen at morn the stellar glow. 

With arms expanded, wings dispread thereon, 

He said ; " Advance ; the stepping grades are nigh : 
'Tis easy mounting, when all pride is gone." 

To such glad greeting few thus travel high : 
mortals, born a heavenly flight to gain, 
Why at a breeze so faint fall down and lie ? 

He led us where the rock was cleft in twain ; 

Then ^app'd his wings athwart my face in front ; 
Then promis'd me a path secure and plain. 

As, on the right hand, to ascend the mount, 

Where stands the Church, from whence appears in sight 
The city, so well rul'd, o'er Kubacont, 

Is eas'd the toil laborious of the height 
By steps, the work of better days, when all 
Th' archives were safe, and every measure right ; 

So here the steep is slackened, in its fall, 
Precipitous, from th' upper cornice-round ; 
But presses close, each side, the steep rock- wall. 

Voices we heard, when here our feet were turn'd, 
* * Beati pauperes spiritu ' ' singing so , 
That language fails to tell, how sweet the sound. 

Ah, how diverse do these approaches show 
From the Infernal ! Welcome here is heard, 
In songs of joy ; and there, in yells of woe. 

Now on the gentle rise our course was steer'd ; 
And lighter far the path, on which we trod, 
Than that upon the plain, to me appear'd. 
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"Whence I ; " Say, Master, what oppressive load 
Is lifted from me, that scarce any pain 
Of lassitude I suffer on the road?" 

He answered ; " When the * P's,' that yet remain, 
Trac'd on thy forehead now with scar less bright, 
Like to this first, shall all be cancelled plain ; 

With readiness of will thy feet so light 
Shall bear thee up, distress thou none shalt know, 
But joy, uplift to be by such a might." 

Then far'd I, as the folks, who chance to go, 
Of some strange thing upon their heads Tinware, 
Save, as from others' nods suspicions grow ; 

Wherefore the hand, to feel what lieth there, 
They raise ; it seeks and finds ; and thus the aid 
Lends, which the eye unable was to bear. 

So, on my brow my right-hand fingers laid, 
But six the letters there I found, the Key* 
Which he who holds trac'd with the pointed blade : 

This, from his smiling, seem'd my Guide to please. 
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Now stood we on the summit of the stair, 
Which with a second slice divides around 
The Mount, that purges the up-climbers there. 

Here too, with cornice broad, alike, is bound 
The rocky ledge, as in the first display'd ; 
Save only, that the curve is narrower found. 

Nor effigy is seen, nor sculptur'd shade ; 

For smooth the bank entire, and smooth the way, 
Both of the same dark stony substance made. 
" If in this place, guidance to ask, we stay," 
The wary Poet said, " great fear have I 
Our choice of path will find no small delay." 
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He gaz'd upon the sun attentively, 

Planted his right foot centre-wise, aside 
Then leftward turn'd him round, with uprais'd eye. 
" thou sweet light, in whom my hopes confide, 
Conduct us, as it seems thee best," he said ; 
" Since now we enter on a path untried. 

Thou o'er the world dost heat, and radiance, shed ; 
Our footsteps, if no cause forbid the while, 
Should ever by thy glorious beams be led." 

From hence, and far, as men account a mile, 
Already in short time we onward prest, 
As thereto urg'd by heartiness of will. 

And flying then towards us, spirits blest 

We heard — yet none were seen — who courteously 
Invited us to share Love's heavenly feast. 

The first, among this volant company, 

Speaking aloud, " Vinum non habent" said ; 

And still with doubling sound the words roll'd by. 

And, ere the interval of distance made 
That voice inaudible, another near, 
" I am Orestes," cried ; nor longer stay'd. 
" father, what those voices, that I hear ? " 

And, scarce the question ask'd, a third one cried ; 
" Account all those, through whom you suffer, dear." 
" The sin of Envy," my good Lord replied, 
" Due castigation finds along this round ; 
Hence, with the cords of love the scourge is tied. 

The curb must speak with a contrariant sound : 
Full sure I ween that thou its voice shalt know, 
Ere gain'd the pass, where pardoning grace is found. 

But with thine eyes the air well traverse through ; 
And thou shalt see, in front, a multitude, 
Each seated on the sloping bank below." 

Wider, than erst, I op'd mine eyes, and view'd 
In front, and Shades with mantles clad I spied, 
Like to the stony rock, with dark imbued. 
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When nearer come, I listen'd ; and they cried — 
" Mary, pray for us ! " and so again, 
" Pray, Michael, Peter, all ye Saints beside." 

'Tis my belief, there lives not among men, 
One so obdurate, in his heart so cold, 
As not to pity what I witness'd then. 

For, when arriv'd more near, I could behold 
With an unerring view their movements sad, 
Grief through my streaming eyes its pressure told. 

They seem'd in hair-cloth to be meanly clad ; 
One with the shoulder th' other propp'd ; and all 
Were by the hinder rocky bank upstay'd. 

'Tis thus the blind, whose means of living fail, 
Stand at the Churches, their distress to plead ; 
Each lets his head upon his neighbour fall, 

So to attract compassion to their need, 
Not by sad speech alone ; but by the sight, 
Which no less moves the tender heart to bleed. 

And, as the sun leaves the blind orb in night, 
So to the Shades, I am depicting now, 
The largess is denied of Heaven's sweet light. 

For all their eyelids are clean pierced through, 
And stitch'd, with threads of iron ; as is donQ 
To hawks untam'd, their spirit to subdue. 

It, to my seeming, was unjust, I own, 
Myself unseen, another thus to spy : 
So to my Teacher wise I turn'd anon. 

Well knew he what my silence would imply, 
Nor, therefore, car'd my question to abide, 
But said ; " With few words speak, and pointedly." 

Virgil was me approaching from that side 
Of the abutment, where no fencing wall, 
To save from toppling over, is supplied. 

On th' other side, the contrite spirits all 

Eeclining leant ; while through the suture dread 
Sluic'd the sad tears, adown their cheeks to fall. 
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To them I turn'd me round, and " Oh," I said, 
" Ye spirits, sure of the blest Light above, 
That vision, by which all your hopes are fed ; 

So from your consciences may Grace remove 
Quickly the scum unclean, a channel clear 
That so the current of the mind may prove, 

Tell me — and your report my heart will cheer — 
Among you is there Latian ? It may be 
Good for that soul, if I behold him here." 
" brother mine, all citizens are we 

Of a true City ; but thou meanest, one, 
Who, as a pilgrim, liv'd in Italy." 

Meseem'd this answer somewhat further on, 
From where I stood, was made ; hence, well to find, 
And better hear, I forward stepp'd thereon. 

In the mid-group I saw a Shade, whose mind 
Look'd all expectant — do you ask me, how ? — 
Her chin she lifted up, as do the blind. 
" Spirit," I said, " who here dost bend thee low, 
Soon to rise high, if thou didst answer me, 
Thyself by name, or habitation, show." 

I of Siena was," responded she ; 

My guilty life 'mong these I here refine, 
Weeping towards God, that I His face may see. 

Though nam'd Sapia, sapience none was mine : 
Far more I joy'd at sight of other's woe, 
Than on myself when fortune most did shine. 

And, lest thou deem me false, in speaking so, 
Hear, if I lack'd not sapience, as I said : — 
When down life's arch I was descending low, 

Near unto Colle, an assault was made 
Against my townsmen by their warlike foes ; 
And God, that He would do His will, I pray'd. 

With broken ranks, at the lost battle's close, 
They fled ; and I, when I observ'd them run, 
A joy conceiv'd, none other bosom knows : 
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For that I rais'd my daring face anon, 

Flouting at God — « Henceforth, I fear thee nought ; ' 
Like bird, o'erjoy'd by wintry gleam of sun. 
In life's extreme, pardon of God I sought : 
But all my penances, sin's debt to clear, 
To satisfaction full had ne'er been brought, 

If, in his holy interceding prayer, 
Pier Pettinagno had not thought of me, 
And shed, for love's dear sake, the bitter tear. 

But who art thou, thus travelling, to spy 
Our melancholy state, and peer around 
With eyes unsew'd, and lips still breathing free ? " 
" Here too mine eyes," I said, " will soon be bound, 
But for brief suffering : for in them less great 
Is the offence of scowling envy found. 

Sadder to me the anticipated fate 

Of the sore pains below : this wakens dread : 
Ev'n now I feel the stone — its crushing weight." 

And she ; " Among us, then, who thee has led 
Thus high, if hoping hither to return ? " 
" This, my companion, who stands mute," I said. 

*' I live ; and therefore fain of thee would learn, 
If, visiting, on earth, thy kindred dear, 
I aught for thee, spirit elect, can earn." 
" Oh, this," she answer'd, " is a thing so rare, 

It marks the love God bears thee : in His Name, 
Therefore, at times, commend me in thy prayer. 

And, I beseech thee, by thy dearest aim, 
If Tuscan soil thou come to tread again, 
That 'mong my kin thou renovate my fame. 

Them shalt thou find amid that people vain, 
On Telamone whose fond hopes repose, — 
Hopes, less than Dian's stream, to prove their gain : 

But most thereby their admirals will lose." 
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" What stranger this, who round our Sacred Hill 
Travels, ere death has loos'd his wings to fly, 
Wljo shuts his eyes, and opens, as he will ? 

I know him not ; yet this I know, that he 
Gomes not alone : as nearer plac'd ask thou ; 
And, that he speak, request him courteously.' ' 

Thus, one towards th' other leaning, spirits two 
Of me convers'd upon the dexter side ; 
Then, to accost me, back inclin'd the brow. 

And one then spake ; " soul, who still allied 
To a corporeal frame, dost heavenward soar, 
Cheer us, for love's dear sake ; nor from us hide 

Who art thou, and from whence, we thee implore : 
With stupor such our minds thy grace doth fill, 
As 'twere a prodigy unseen before." 

Then I ; " Through Tuscany's fair midst a rill, 
Springing from lofty Falterona, flows, 
More than a hundred miles, unsated still. 

From it I bring this body : to disclose 
My person — who I am — would be in vain ; 
Since fame as yet my name but little knows." 
" If well I pierce the sense, thy words contain, 
With mind intelligent," then answered me 
The first, who spake, " 'tis Arno, thou dost mean." 

And th' other to him ; " Why in secresy 
Veil'd he the river's name ; as one cCffear'd, 
Who fain would hush some dreadful tragedy ? " 

The spectre, question'd thus, himself then clear'd 
With prompt reply ; " I know not ; but 'tis right 
That valley's name should ne'er again be heard. 
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For from the source, where swells in all its might 
The Alpine range, whence is Pelorus torn, 
Which Falterona scarce o'ertops in height, 

E'en to the lowland, where the moisture, drawn 
By solar draining from the vasty sea, 
Is paid in vapours, whence new streams are born ; 

From virtue all, as from a serpent, flee ; 
'Tis deem'd their foe, whether from local ill, 
Or from the goad of use corrupt, it be. 

Hence so transform'd in nature, and in will, 
Are they, who dwell in the vale's wretched bed, 
They seem of Circe taught to gorge, and swill. 

Mid bestial swine, more worthy to be fed 

With acorns, than with aught of human food, 
Through narrow banks the river, first, is led. 

Then, coming down, it finds a currish brood, 
More snarling fierce, than able harm to do ; 
From these the snout it writhes in scornful mood. 

Still, as it falls, and with more ample flow, 
The more it finds, that wolves, of curs, doth rear 
This ditch of malediction, and of woe. 

Borne down to covert pits, more sunk, and drear, 
Foxes it finds, so skill'd in frauds, for gain, 
No wit, to catch them, do they ever fear. 

Though others hear me speak, I'll not refrain : 
What a true spirit me informs, 'twill be 
Good for this man, if mindful he retain. 

Thy grandson, in the chase, methinks, I see 
Driving those wolves to the fierce river's shore : 
Scar'd by his presence, all in terror flee. 

He sells their flesh, ere life's last throb is o'er ; 
Then butchers them, as worthless Mne ; and so 
Them robs of life, himself, of honour, more. 

Blood-stain'd he comes forth from the wood of woe, 
Left so despoil'd, hence to a thousand years 
It cannot to its former verdure grow." 
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As one, who of an ill impending hears, 

Looks sad in countenance, and stands subdued, 
Pondering — from whence the danger, that he fears ; 

So I beheld how he, in listening mood 
"Who nigh us stood, his inward fear betray'd, 
Soon as the boding voice he understood. 

The words of; one, the other's look dismay'd, 
Kindled my fervent wish their names to find : 
Hence, my request, with added prayer, I made. 

Whereat the spirit, who first spake, rejoin'd ; 
" Thou fain wouldst have me stoop for thee to do 
That, which to do for me thou hast declin'd. 

But, since 'tis God's good will in thee to show 
Such grace, I'll not deny thee : therefore, learn ; 
And, that I am Guida del Duca, know. 

Such envy in my veins was wont to burn, 
That, chance, a man made glad before me stood, 
Thou wouldst have seen me pale, and livid turn. 

This is the chaff I reap from what I sow'd : 
human kind, why set the heart's desire 
On things, where none can share a common good ? 

This is Einier, the boast, whom all admire, 
Of Calboli's great house ; where, in his place, 
None to th' entail of his high worth aspire. 

Not peel'd, and bare, is now alone his race, 

'Twixt Po, the mountain, and the sea, and Ehine, 
Of all, to truth and mirth that lends a grace ; 

For so the land, within this border line, 
Is rank with roots, that pestilential grow, 
All culture there would fail in its design. 
Where's the good Licio, and Menardi, now ? 
Pier Traversaro, and Carpigna, where ? 
Oh, ye Komagnoles, bastards sunk so low ! 
When does Bologna now a Fabbro bear ? 
Faenza when a Bernardino find ? — 
From lowly shoot a scion great, and fair. 
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Let not my tears surprise thee, Tuscan kind, 
When Ugolino d'Azzo, one of you, 
And Guido of Prato, I recall to mind ; 

Frederick Tignoso, and his genial crew ; 
The Traversari, Anastagi — one, 
And th' other, left without succession true ; 

The dames and knights, the toils and ease, that won 
Us to each courteous act of grace, and love, 
There, where so reprobate men's hearts are grown. 

O Brittinoro, why not hence remove ; 

Since now thy lords, with many of thy land, 
Have fled, lest they, alike, corrupt should prove ? 

Bagnacavallo, without heirs to stand, 
Does well ; ill, Castracaro ; Conio, worse, 
To breed more nobles such who takes in hand. 

And the Pagani, dead their country's curse, 
Will better thrive ; yet not so far, that pure 
Witness of them shall future times rehearse. 

Ugolin of Fantoli, secure 

Now lives thy name ; since none remain behind, 
From thee deriv'd, to make that name obscure. 

But, Tuscan, hence, — away ; for now I find 
In weeping, rather than in words, delight : 
So hath thy country's grievance riv'd my mind." 

We were aware, that these dear spirits might, 

When heard our footsteps, well our parting know ; 
And thus their silence told, our path was right. 

Again we far'd onward alone ; and, lo, j 
Appear'd, like lightning, when the air is rent, 
A voice towards us, shouting, as in woe, 

Who meets, will kill me!" and far off it went, 
Like the long rolling peal of thunder dread, 
When the rift cloud gives it a sudden vent. 

Scarce from the shock our sense alarm'd was stay'd, 
Behold, another voice, with mighty groan, 
Like second crash, in quick succession sped ; 
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" I am Aglaurus ; I became a stone : " 
Then, to cling closer to the Poet dear, 
I backward stepp'd, nor ventur'd further on. 

Now hush'd was all around the troubled air, 
And then he said ; " This is the curb, and rein, 
Mankind to keep within their duteous care. 

But on the bait ye seize ; and so remain, 
Caught by the tempting antiquated foe : 
Hence curb, or lure, alike, are us'd in vain. 

Heaven, with inviting call, displays its show, 
Around your path, of beauties without end ; 
And yet your eyes still rest on things below : 

Therefore, His stripes an all- wise God doth send." 
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How mu$h of time between the third hour's close, 
And the bright dawn, trac'd on the heavenly sphere, 
"Which, as a child in play, no resting knows ; 

So much, towards its setting, did appear, 
Left to. the solar orb, remaining yet : 
'Twas evening there, and mid of night 'twas here. 

And on our faces full the rays 'gan beat ; 
For we the Mount had so far rounded now, 
That towards the West our course direct was set ; 

When me constraint to vail my forehead low 
A light, more vivid than the light before, 
In stupor lost at what I did not know. 

My hands towards the arch, mine eyebrows o'er, 
I lifted, and so made a screen, to allay 
The insufferably bright subduing power. 

As, when from water, or a glass, the ray 

With quick rebound on th' adverse side is thrown, 
And, answering, seen now up, now down, to play ; 
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Wherein we note its difference from a stone, 
That falls aground in one unswerving line, 
As, both by art, and by experience shown ; 

So in my front a lustre seem'd to shine 
With force refracted such, that I withdrew 
Immediate from the glare my baffled eyne. 
" What form is this, kind father, that I view ? " 
I said ; " such brightness I can ill defy : 
It, to my seeming, moves towards us, too." 
" Wonder not, if the Heavenly family 

Yet still disturbs thy vision," he replied ; 

" This is the Envoy — that we mount more high. 

Time soon will be, when heralds such descried 
With joy will cheer, with pain no more molest ; 
As nature gives thee sense the sight to bide." 

When we came near unto the Angel blest, 

Enter this way," with welcome voice he said ; 
Here by a stair far easier than the rest." 

Departed thence, while our ascent we made, 
" Beati misericordes " from behind 
Chaunted we heard; and, " Conqueror, be thou glad ! " 

My Master, and myself, with ready mind, 
Were climbing — we alone : meanwhile, I thought, 
How from his words some vantage I might find. 

So turning toward him this request I brought ; 
" What did that spirit of Eomagna mean, 
When speaking of a good, or shar'd, or not ? " 

Whereto he said ; " He to his cost the bane 
Knows of his own chief sin ; hence no surprise 
His chiding others, here to lessen pain. 

'Tis all, because ye set your greedy eyes 
On stores, diminished by another's share, 
That envy swells the heart, and speaks in sighs. 

But, did the love of the supernal sphere 
Draw thither your desire, unknown would prove 
The secret torment of a selfish fear. 
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For, all the more, that * Ours ' they say above, 

So much the more doth each a good possess ; 

And in that cloister burns fresh fire of love." 
"If I, at first, had silence kept, the less 

Now of contentment were my lack," I said ; 

" Increase of doubt augments my mind's distress. 
How can this be — a good, o'er many spread, 

More owners make the more in wealth abound, ■ 

Than when among a few distributed ? " 
He answer'd ; " 'Tis because thy mind is bound 

To earthly things once more, that thou from light, 

The light of truth, dost darkness pluck profound. 
That Good Supreme, untold, and infinite, 

Hastens to loving souls, as when a beam 

Enters a surface of transparence bright ; 
As it finds ardour there, it gives the same ; 

Thus, to what compass reach our love's degree, 

Th' Eternal Virtue spreads a wider flame, 
And, as more souls to Heaven, aspiring, fly, 

So lov'd ones more are there, and more, yriio love ; 

As figures in a mirror multiply. 
And, if, to stay thy hunger, weak I prove, 

.Thou Beatrice wilt see ; and she, I know, 

Will fully this, and every want, remove. 
But see, that quickly, as the former two, 

The five remaining wounds be clear'd away, 

Which heal in measure, as our sin we rue." 
" I am content," I was about to say, 

When I perceiv'd me on a ledge more high : 

So that a wish to gaze my speech did stay. 
It seem'd that, there into an ecstasy 

Of vision in the instant I was thrown ; 

Crowds, in a Temple gather'd, struck my eye. 
And, at its threshold, was a woman shown, 

With all a mother's tenderness who said, 

" Why hast thou thus towards us dealt, my Son 2 
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To find thee, lo, thy father, and I, have sped 

Sorrowing ; " and, sudden, as she ceas'd to speak, 
The apparition disappear'd and fled. 

Next was another seen, adown whose cheek 
The tears, distill'd by sorrow, forc'd their way, 
When from high sense of wrong, in scorn, they break. 
" If thou dost chiefly in that city sway, 

Whose name set so the gods at strife, its fire 
Whence every science caught," she seem'd to say, 
" Take, Pisistratus, take vengeance dire 

On the bold arms, that dar'd our child embrace ; " 
And placable and kind appear'd the Sire, 

While thus responding with unruffled face ; 

" How shall we act towards those, who wish us ill, 
If him, who shows us love, we now disgrace ? " 

Then saw I men, in fiery wrath and zeal, 

Stoning with stones a stripling ; and they cried — 
Each one his fellow heart'ning — " Kill him, kill." 

And him I saw meekly decline his side, 
As death already weigh'd him down, yet so 
That still to Heaven his eyes were open'd wide, 

Praying the mighty Lord, mid such a woe, 
His murderers to pardon, with an air 
And pleading look, that make sweet mercy flow. 

When from their outward range reverted were 
My thoughts to things, true in themselves that be, 
I trac'd my wanderings, not illusive, there. 

My Guide, who me beheld, as one we see 
Hard struggling to shake off his sleep, anon * 
Said ; " That thou helpless art, what aileth thee ? 

Thou hast for more than half a league mov'd on 
Veiling thine eyes, with limbs that swerv'd aside, 
Like one, whom wine, or drowsiness bows down." 
" I'll tell thee, dear father," I replied, 

" If thou wilt hearken, what by me was seen, 
When my enfeebled limbs their aid denied." 
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And he ; " Although a hundred masks should screen 
Thy looks from my observance, yet would shine 
Thy thoughts before me, and the least they mean. 

The vision was, that thou must ne'er decline 

Opening thine heart to those pure streams, that rise 
Fresh from the fount Eternal and Divine. 

I ask'd thee not, What is't ? as one, whose eyes 
Are open to behold, but cannot see, 
When sever'd from the soul the body lies. 

Yet ask'd I, for to nerve the failing knee : 
Thus it behoves the laggard soul to goad, 
That, at each season due, it wakeful be." 

Nigh sunset, now, we onward took our road, 
Gazing attent, as sight could travel far, 
Against the vesper rays, that dazzling glow'd. 

When, towards us gliding gradual, 'gan appear 
A smoke, obscurely looming, as the night ; 
Nor, from it to escape, was shelter near : 

This sullied the pure air, and dimm'd our sight. 
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Darkness of Hell, and of the starless night, 
When 'neath the desert sky the planets fail, 
And, to the utmost, clouds exclude the light, 

Prov'd never to my face so dense a veil, 
As* was that dunnest smoke, which wrapp'd us there ; 
Nor, pungent like, did e'er the sense assail, 

That eye unclos'd refus'd the weight to bear ; 
Wherefore mine Escort wise, and ever true, 
With offer'd shoulder now approach'd me near. 

As the blind helpless man we often view 
Close at the leader's, heels, with look afraid, 
Lest, should he stray, harm— fatal harm — ensue ; 
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So through the foul shrewd air my way I made 
Attentive, as my Guide went on to say — 
" Mind that thy hold on me be firmly laid." 

Voices I heard : each voice appear'd to pray 
For mercy, and for peace, to that blest Lord, 
The Lamb of God, who taketh sin away. 

So " Agnus Dei " was the uniting word, 
First sung by all in one symphonious quire, 
In seeming perfectness of love's accord. 
" Are spirits these, I hear, inform me, Sire," 
I said : " Thou judgest truly," he replied : 
" Here they untwist the penal knot of ire." 
" And who art thou, casting our smoke aside, 
Who of our state holdest discourse, as though 
Still by the Moon thou didst thy time divide ? " 

'Twas from their midst a single voice spake so ; 
Wherefore my Master me address'd ; " Eeply ; 
Ask, if from hence we scale the Mountain's brow." 

Then I ; " creature, pure who seek'st to be, 
Ere to thy Maker's face returning led, 
Follow my track, and hear a prodigy." 
" Far as 'tis given, I'll follow thee," he said ; 
" And, if the sight fails in this vapoury fume, 
The ear will us together keep, instead." 

Then spake I ; "In that vesture, which the tomb 
In dust of death dissolves, I wend above ; 
And by the Infernal torments here am come. 

And if, in such abundant grace and love, 

God wills me thus His Heavenly courts survey, 
In manner such, as mortals none now prove, 

Then hide not, but communicate, I pray, 
Who, before death, thou wast ; and tell, if right 
I now ascend : thy words shall point the way." 
" I was of Lombardy, and Marco hight : 

The world I knew, and held that virtue dear, 

Which now with bow well strung none seek to smite. 
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Thou art ascending by the proper stair : " 

Thus he replied, and then ; " I pray thee, mind, 
To intercede for me, when thou art there." 

And I to him ; " In faith myself I bind 
To do thine asking : yet I sorely rue 
A doubt within me, till relief I find. 

Single at first, 'tis render'd double now 
By thy discoursing, which confirms me here, 
When coupled with the words, I heard below. 

The world, for certain, is a desert drear, 
Eeft of all good ; in wickedness it lies, 
Charg'd, overcharg'd, as thou dost witness bear. 

But, tell me, whence deriv'd its miseries ; 
That, seen by me, to others this be shown : 
Because some blame the earth ; and some, the skies." 

A deep-drawn sigh, which ended in a moan, 
At first he heav'd ; " Brother," he then began, 
" Blind is the world ; and thou of it art one. 

Ye mortals every cause, concerning man, 
So to the heavens ascribe, as if they all 
Together mov'd on some constraining plan. 

But, were it so, in man would wholly fail 
Freedom of will ; nor would it righteous be 
For good to joy, for evil to bewail. 

Your actions from the planetary sky 

Take rise ; not all ; but, grant me this to say, 
Yet light, for good or ill, 'tis yours to spy. 

And your free will, if in its first essay 

Of conflict with the heavens, it brave endure, 
After, when fitly nurs'd, has perfect sway. 

A mightier force, an essence then more pure, 
Freely ye serve : this forms in you a mind, 
Lifted beyond the stars' controlling power. 

Hence to yourselves the cause must be assign'd, 
If now the world from all good guidance strays : 
In this, a searcher true thou me shalt find. 
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Forth from its Maker's hand, His loving gaze, 
Ere it have being, like a babe, her part 
Who crying now, and now sweet smiling, plays, 

Issues the soul, unconscious, free from art ; 
Save that, as springing from a God of bliss, 
It turns by instinct to what cheers the heart. 

In trifles, first, it tastes of happiness, 
And self-deceiv'd still seeks them, if no rein, 
Or curb controul the love, that loves amiss. 

And hence a law is needed, to restrain ; 
Needed a ruler, of the City true 
The towers, at least, who may distinguish plain. ' 

The laws there are : but, to enforce them, who ? — 
None ; for the Shepherd, who, as leader, goes, 
The hoof divides not, though the cud he chew. 

The flock then noting, how their guide bestows 
All care on that, on which themselves are bent, 
Feeds on the same, nor other craving knows. 

Well mayst thou learn, 'tis evil government 
That causes in all good the world's decline, 
And not of human will the wrong intent. 

O'er Eome, the world's great healer, us'd to shine 
Two suns ; and by their several light were shown 
Two ways diverse — the worldly and Divine. 

One has the other quench'd ; since now in one 
Are twin'd the Sword and Crozier, needs must be, 
That ills arise from such false union, 

The two, thus join'd, from mutual fear are free : 
Dost doubt my word ? Mark how the corn doth grow ; 
For in the seed the future plant we see. 

In the land, streak'd by the Adige and Po, 
Valour and courtesy were wont to abound, 
Ere Frederick came to conflict and to woe. 

Now in full safety may traverse the ground 
He, who that land had fled, asham'd to abide 
Where good men talk, or with them to be found. 
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Three seniors yet are there ; as if to chide 
New with old times compart : to them seem slow 
The hours, till God them better life provide. 

Palazzo's Conrad, the good Gherard, too, 
Castello's Guido ; whom, in Gallic phrase, 
By name of plain Lombardian best we know. 

Now say thou true, that in these fallen days 

The Church of Eome, two powers that would confuse, 
Soil'd in the mire, herself, and burden lays." 
" Good reason, Marco mine, thou here dost use," 
I said, " and now his portion, as an heir, 
'Tis seen why God to Levi did refuse. 

But who that Gherard, whom thy words declare, 
As left a sample of the past, below, 
To chide an age, thus rude become and bare ? " 
" Thou dost me mock, or tempt, in speaking so ; 
That thou, of Tuscan speech," he answer'd me, 
" Yet seeming nought of good Gherard to know ! 

By other super-name he's strange to me, 
Save from his daughter Gaia it I take : 
I quit you here : may God your escort be I 

Athwart the smoke see dawn of morning break ; 
'Tis fleck'd already white : the Angel's near ; 
And, ere he come, I must away :" He spake 

These words ; nor tarried from me more to hear. 
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On Alpine steep, Beader, recall to mind, 
If e'er a cloud o'ertook thee, when thy sight 
As in a mole's thin membrane was confin'd ; 

How, as the vapours with slow gradual flight, 
Humid and dense, 'gan to disperse, the sun 
Pierc'd feebly through them with a struggling light ; 
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And to thy fancy 'twill be clearly shown, 
The smoke when scatter'd, how th' emerging ray 
Shone in my sight, the sun now sinking down. 

With step for step, so tracking in his way 
My Master, I came forth from that dark cloud, 
When dead the rays now on the lowlands lay. 

Fancy, that dost so a man inshroud, 

That nought from things without is reck'd, although 
A thousand trumpets near were sounding loud ; 

Who, if the sense lies passive, moves thee so ? 
A heavenly light, by nature in thee stirr'd, 
Or, of itself; or, which God guides below. 

That impious one, transform'd into the bird, 
Which most delights in song, first to my mind, 
In its imaginary dream, appear'd. 

And here my soul so strictly was confin'd 
In its own self, that from the world outside 
Nothing could entry gain, or welcome find. 

Next, on my fancy rush'd one crucified ; 
With anger fierce disdainfully he frown'd, 
And with that look of indignation died. 

Around him stood the Persian King renown'd, 
Esther his spouse, and Mordecai, too, 
Who both in word and deed so just was found. 

And, of itself, as disappear'd this show, 
Like bubble of the air, dissolv'd, and gone, 
That lacks the water, forming it below ; 

A damsel on my vision rose anon ; 

Sore weeping she exclaim'd; " Wherefore, Queen, 
Hast thou, for anger's sake, thyself undone ? 

Lavinia not to lose, thou hast thee slain ; 
And now thou me hast lost : mother, 'tis I, 
Who mourn thine own, before another's bane." 

As the deep slumber breaks, on the clos'd eye 
When instantaneous beats a flash of light, 
And, breaking, quivers, ere it wholly die ; 
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So dropp'd my fantasy, and faded quite, 
The moment, when upon my waken'd face 
Darted a lustre superhuman bright. 

I turn'd me to discover, where I was ; 

When, " Here the stair is mounted," I heard said 
To this all other thoughts gave instant place. 

Hence my desire so vehement was made 
To know the speaker — who — that it had ne'er, 
Without our meeting face to face, been stay'd. 

But, as before the sun's o'erpowering glare, 
When the full blaze a film around doth throw, 
So here my vision fail'd, the flash to bear. 

This is a godly spirit, come to show 
Our path ascending, of his own free mind, 
Himself who hides in his substantial glow. 

He acts towards us, as man to self is kind ; 
For he, who sees a want, yet makes delay, 
Till ask'd, already has in heart declin'd. 

To such fair greeting let us shape our way, 
And quicken our ascent, ere evening shade ; 
For then we may not, till return of day." 

So spake my Guide : together thus we made 
Our hastening progress to a stair above ; 
Nor sooner stood, where the first step is laid, ' 

Than felt I, as it were, a wing to move, 
Fanning my brow, and saying ; " Beati 
Paciftci, whose ire doth sinless prove." 

Now overhead so far were lifted high 

The sun's expiring beams, which night pursues, 
That here and there the stars shone vividly. 

Oh, why, my strength, why now thine aid refuse ? 
Inward complaint I made ; soon as the power 
Of motion I perceiv'd my legs to lose. 

Our station now was, where no longer soar 
The climbing steps ; and we stood landed there, 
Much like a vessel, safely come to shore. 
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I waited some short time with listening ear 
If stirring aught in this new circling way : 
And then I turn'd me to my Master dear* 
" What the offence, father beloved, say, 
Which here by chastisement is purified ? 
Though stay'd thy feet, let not thy speaking stay." 

And he to me ; " The love of good, denied 
Its measure due, that due finds here again : 
Here with new life the laggard oar is plied. 

And, that this truth thou clearer ascertain, 
With fix'd attention hear my speech ; for so 
Good fruit from this delay thou wilt obtain. 

Never, my son, as thou thyself dost know, 
Creator was, or creature, void of love, 
Of natural birth, or found of will to grow. 

The first at all times must unerring move ; 
But th' other through some object ill may stray, 
Or faulty by excess, or failure, prove. 

While to the First Great Cause it steers the way, 
And earthly good adjusts with rule aright, 
No sinful pleasure it can e'er convey. 

But,* when to evil warp'd, or with delight, 
Greater, or less, 'tis borne some good to own, 
It makes the work against 4he Worker fight. 

Hereby, to thee 'tis manifestly shown 
That in our hearts love plants each virtuous deed ; 
And so in love each penal act is sown. 

Now, because love can ne'er, as 'tis agreed, 
Live from its own well-being isolate, 
Therefore, all things from self-dislike are freed. 

And, since no living creature, in a state, 

Can bide apart from the Prime Central Good ; 
So none can ever wish that Good to hate. 

Then it remains, if rightly I conclude, 
Our neighbours' weal it is we love to stay, 
And this, 'mong men, is in three ways pursued. 

14 



210 THE PURGATORIO. 

One hopes by others' fall to make his way, 

Rising superior ; and, hence, alone 

Longs they may sink from greatness to decay. 
One fears, lest grace and power, praise and renown, 

He forfeit, and his rank another fill ; 

Takes it to heart, and wills that other down. 
One, too, repining broods o'er suffer'd ill : 

Hence keenly on revenge his mind is cast ; 

And these must needs be plotting mischief still. 
This threefold love low in the circles past 

Is sore bewail'd ; and now of th' other know, 

Which unto good, but yet amiss, runs fast. 
Vaguely each soul conceives a good ; and so 

Shapes his desire, hoping his rest to gain ; 

Because for rest all souls contend below. 
If, but inertly, love attracts a man 

Such good to trace, or to acquire, this round 

On him, when penitent, inflicts the pain. 
Another good, yet not man's bliss, is found ; 

But 'tis not happiness, nor that supreme 

Essence, of every good the fruit and ground. 
The love, to this which draws with zest extreme, 

Is, like, bewail'd above in circles three : 

But why tripartite thus the moral scheme — 
Silent I leave the deep research to thee." 
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The lofty Teacher's reasoning ended so, 
Full in my face he look'd with earnest eye, 
Searching, if I appear'd content, to know. 

Urg'd yet by thirst anew, I outwardly 
Stood mute ; but inwardly, " Belike," I said, 
" He takes amiss my importunity." 
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And he, my father true, who quickly read 
The language of my timorous desire, 
By speaking, me to speak with boldness led. 

Wherefore I said ; " In thy live lustre, Sire, 
So quicken'd is my sight, I clearly see 
Of all thy words the purport, and admire. 

Then, dear good father, manifest to me 
That very Love, whence, as thou say'st, arise 
All actions, whether good, or bad, they be." 
" Towards me," he said, "thine intellectual eyes 
Piercing direct, and thou shalt know how blind 
Those teachers are, themselves who reckon wise. 

The soul, to love by natural bent inclin'd, 
Turns pliable to every pleasant thing, 
Soon as, in turning, it may pleasure find. 

Your sentient power takes an imagining 

From some true object ; this, within it spread, 
Its own attraction to the mind doth bring. 

And if, attracted, thereunto 'tis led, 

Such act is love ; and nature is this love, 
Through pleasure felt, confirm'd afresh, and fed. 

Then like, as fire points and ascends above, 
By instinct, thus its parent source to gain, 
Where most it lasts beneath the lunar cove ; 

So craves, by pleasure lur'd, the soul of man — 
A movement spiritual — and all rest denies, 
Till the desir'd fruition it attain. 

Now mayst thou well perceive, how cover'd lies 
Truth from the ken of those, who ill aver 
Each love, itself, to be a gift to prize. 

For, though perhaps good alway may appear 
The matter, yet not alway good we find 
The stamp impress'd, howe'er the wax be clear," 
" Thy words, and my well-heeding docile mind, 
Have love to me disclos'd," reply I made ; 
" But this to doubt afresh hath me inclin'd. 
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If love springs thus from outward things displayed, 
And if none other path the spirit knows, 
Then is all merit gone, for good or bad." 

And he to me ; " Here, far as reasoning shows, 
'Tis mine to teach ; but Beatrice await, 
Who will the work of Faith henceforth disclose, j 

Every substantial form, which separate 
Exists from matter, yet abiding one, 
Hath in itself a special power innate ; 

This by its working is discern'd alone, 
The visible effect its proof; as we 
Life in a plant from the bright verdure own. 

Therefore, of first ideas — from whence they be — 
Unconscious man cannot the source declare ; 
Nor the first risings of the will can see ; 

In you, as in a bee th' instinctive care 
Of making honey ; and this natural bent 
Neither of praise, nor blame, the meed can bear. 

And, that each other to this first intent 
May cleave, an inborn virtue dwells in man, 
For counsel, and to guard the will's consent. 

Behold the primal cause, from whence began 
Your merit ; as affections, good or bad, 
It first accepts, then winnows, as a fan. 

They, who by reason nature's depths survey'd, 
This liberty innate discovered plain ; 
And to the world thence moral truths convey'd. 

From necessary cause we thus maintain 
Arise the loves, which human breasts inflame : 
But 'tis for you to quench them, or retain. 

The noble virtue Beatrice by name 
Calls ' Freedom of the will : ' in mind this bear, 
If to thee speak thereon the saintly dame." 

The moon, towards midnight rising slow, more rare 
Made in the skies shine forth the starry host ; 
She, with her circular disk of ruddy glare, 
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The heavenly signs by the same pathway crost, 
Which the sun fires, at Borne when it they see 
Sink between Corsica, and Sardinia's coast. 

And that same gentle Shade, whose eulogy 
They more at Pietola, than Mantua, tell, 
Now from my wearisome demands was free. 

Hence I, who had receiv'd, and treasur'd well, 
To all my doubts solutions, full and clear, 
Stood, like one, wilder'd in some dreamy spell. 

But such my drowsiness was banish'd sheer 
By the rude sudden rushing from behind 
Of Shades, who just had turn'd the curving near : 

And, like the furious rout, all mad and blind, 
Ismenus and Asopus saw, that night, 
When Thebans strove from Bacchus aid to find, 

So trooping came— for thus it struck my sight— 
The spirits whirling round ; constraint to haste 
By love made perfect, and by will set right. 

Soon were they down upon us, as they rac'd 
Together in one vast compacted train ; 
And two in front cried, as they weeping pass'd, 
" Mary ran hastily, the hills to gain ; 
Great Csesar, too, Ilerda to subdue, 
Struck at Marseilles, and made a dash at Spain. 

Quick, quick ; from lack of love lest time we rue 
Wasted and lost : " the rest as swiftly came, 
Exclaiming ; " Godly zeal doth Grace renew." 
" soul, in whom perchance such stirring flame, 
Compensates now that failure, and delay, 
Wont with lukewarmness your good deeds to maim, 

This one, who lives — and, sure, the truth I say — 
Would scale the Mount, with the returning sun ; 
Then say where near us lies the opening way." 

Such words my Leader utter'd, and anon, 
One of the Shades responded ; " In our rear 
Come, and the gap is seen ; come, hasten on. 
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Such longing to advance propels us here, 
To stop we have no power ; in charity 
Therefore forgive, if rude our speed appear. 

Saint Zeno's Abbot, in Verona, I, 

Under that virtuous Barbarossa's sway, 
Of whom still Milan tells with doleful sigh. 

One is there, close approaching life's decay, 
Who will that monastery's shame lament, 
And rue his power, that there it ever lay ; 

Because his base-born son, in body bent, 

Still more in mind distort, he there preferr'd, 
And in the place of the true Pastor sent." 

I know not, if he added further word, 
Borne far away so distant in his speed ; 
But this, by me gladly retained, I heard. 

Then he, my help in every time of need, 

" Hither now turn thee," said ; " observe yon pair, 
Whose teeth are sharp 'gainst every lukewarm deed." 

Coming the last, they cried ; "Dead first they were, 
To whom a transit gave the parting tide, 
Ere Jordan Israel saw, her destin'd heir. 

And they who toil and hardness could not bide, 
To its glad ending, with Anchises' son, 
In the still life, they chose, inglorious died." 

Now, when so far the fleeting Shades were gone, , 
As to outreach our most extended view, 
A new thought struck upon my mind thereon. 

From this sprang other thoughts diverse, and new ; 
And, mid such roving fantasies estray'd, 
Mine eyes in drowsy musings close I drew, 

And chang'd all thought for sleep's oblivious shade. 
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CANTO XIX. 

It was the hour, when the past day no more, 
With warmth retain'd, the nightly chill allays, 
Check'd by the earth or Saturn's freezing power, 

When geomancers, ere the matin rays, 
Their Major Fortune in the East descry 
Mounting, while yet some lingering shadow stays ; 

A tongue-tied woman, with a squinting eye, 
Drew near, as I lay dreaming ; of a hue 
Death-like, with stunted hands, and feet awry. 

On her I looked ; and, as the sun anew 

Bevives the gelid limbs, benumb'd by night, 
So was her tongue unloosen'd at my view. 

Soon afterwards, she rais'd her body upright ; 
And then her face, that did so wan appear, 
Shone all, as love could wish, in colours bright. 

Her voice, thus set at large for utterance clear, 
A song so sweetly warbled, that with pain 
I had withdrawn my mind and ravish'd ear. 
" I am the Siren sweet," she sang, " whose strain 
Is of such magic power attractive found, 
It charms the sailors on the middle main. 

From his stray course with its delicious sound 
I drew Ulysses : and who lives with me 
But rarely parts ; his joys so rich abound." 

Appear'd, while yet her lips were moving free, 
A holy Matron clad in zeal, who came 
Anear me, to confound the Siren's glee. 
" Virgil, Virgil, who is this ? " with flame 
Indignant on her brow, she ask'd : he mov'd 
Forward, with eyes fix'd on the saintly dame. 
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She seiz'd the other, and with force remov'd 
Her vest in front ; and what was there display'd 
Rous'd me from sleep, the stench so loathsome prov'd. 

I turn'd mine eyes ; and then good Virgil said ; 

" Thrice have I calTd thee ; rise, make haste, to find 
The aperture, for thine admission made." 

I rose : the sacred Mountain's every wind 
With the full day already was besprent, 
The sun's new lustre shining us behind. 

I followed him ; and bare me, as I went, 
With brow of one, surcharg'd with thoughts severe, 
Who, like a bridge's semi-arch, is bent. 

A call I heard ; " Approach ; the stair is near." 
The voice with tone so sweet, and loving, cried, 
None such on mortal soil salutes the ear. 

With wings, as of a swan, both open'd wide, 
Soaring above he turn'd, who bade us go, 
Between the two flint walls on either side ; 

Then mov'd his wings, and fann'd me on the brow, 
Pronouncing, " Bless'd *qui lugent;' because they 
Have in themselves of peace a constant flow." 
" What ails, that still thine eyes the ground survey ? " 
My Guide his speech renew'd, some little space 
When o'er our heads the Angel flew away. 

And I ; " In doubt, and fear, my steps I trace, 
Since newly seen the form, which me doth hold 
So firmly still, its thought I cannot chase." 
" Hast seen," he said, " that sorceress, of old, 

Who, in the rounds above, makes souls to mourn ? 
Hast seen how man may loose her deadly fold ? 

Suffice thee this : learn hence the earth to spurn ; 
And to the glorious lure, which bright on high 
Whirls the Eternal King, thy vision turn." 

As first the falcon stoops with downward eye, 
Then heeds the master's call, and with a strain 
Darts greedy at the bait, which draws him nigh ; 
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Such I became ; like such, the height to gain ; 
"Where by the gaping rock the pass is found, 
I mounted up to reach the curving plain. 

And now, enlarg'd to the Fifth penal round, 
People I saw, who sore lamenting lay 
Prostrate, with face inverted to the ground. 
" Adhcssit pavimmto anima mea " — 

I heard them utter with such deep-drawn sighs, 
That to mine ear the words scarce found a way. 
" ye Elect of God, whose agonies 

Justice, and hope, more easy make to bear, 
Direct us to the steps, that lofty rise." 
" If from the pains of this prostration drear 

Ye come exempt, and would ascend with speed, 
Still turning to the right your progress steer." 

Thus Virgil pray'd ; and thus 'twas answered 
By one in front, and hereby well I knew 
That other hidden truth, which him misled. 

Mine eyes to those of my good lord I drew, 
"Who his assent by cheerful signal show'd 
To the mute wish, my looks expressed so true. 

Now free myself to act, as seem'd me good, 
My body o'er that creature bending low, 
Whose voice, at first, had me engag'd, I stood, 

Saying ; " spirit, who by tears dost grow 
Kipe, as 'tis need, for thy Celestial home, 
For me thy greater care awhile forego ; 

Who wast thou, say ; and wherefore such thy doom 
Of back revers'd ; and, if 'thy wish, that I 
Plead for thee there, from whence alive I come." 
" Why thus, with back 'gainst Heaven revers'd, I lie, 
Soon shalt thou know," he said ; " but, first of all, 
Sdas quod ego fui successor Petri. 

'Tween Chiavari'and Sestri to her fall 
A beauteous river rolls with current bright, 
From whence my house, at first, itself did call ; 
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One month, and little more, I prov'd the weight 
Of the great Mantle — how to him, who tries 
UnsoiTd to keep it, feathers seem more light. 

Full late, alas ! were breath'd my contrite sighs ; 
But, when of Rome's high Pastoral Staff possest, 
I learnt, that life on earth is fraught with lies. 

I saw, that heart of man can gain no rest, 
E'en there — nor found can be a loftier state — 
Hence Paradise with love inflam'd my breast. 

Up to that hour, wretched, and alienate 
From God, I liv'd, intent alone on gain : 
And here thou dost behold my penal fate. 

The feats of avarice are here seen plain, 
Seen in the soul's purgation, sav'd at last ; 
Nor does the Mountain show more irksome pain. 

Just, as our eyes ne'er rose, in lifetime past, 

To things in Heaven, but clung to things in sight ; 
So justice here our bodies low has cast. 

As avarice in our souls extinguish'd quite 
Ail love to good, whence evil acts abound, 
So justice holds us with constraining might 

Here captives, with our hands and feet close bound : 
Long to the righteous Lord as good appear, 
So long shall we, unmoving, strew the ground." 

I was upon my knees, to speaking near ; 
But, on my first attempt, he speedily 
Perceiv'd my reverent posture by his ear : 
" What cause," he ask'd, "has bow'd thy suppliant knee ? " 
" An upright conscience mov'd me," I replied, 
" Thus to revere your Sacred high degree." 
" Up, brother, up," he in the instant cried, 
" I am thy fellow-servant ; do not err ; 
O'er us, and all, one Power doth here preside. 

If thou dost well the Holy Gospel he&r, 
Where ' Neque nubent ' it is writ, full sure, 
To thee the meaning of my words is clear* 
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But hence ; discourse no longer I endure ; 

Thy lingering presence checks my sorrow's vent, 
Wherewith, as thou didst say, I me mature. 

A niece — Alagia — good and innocent, 
Is mine upon the earth, if but to ill 
Through our misleading house she be not bent ; 

And she alone, to me, surviveth still." 



, CANTO XX. 

One wish against another combats ill ; 
"Whence, to content him, 'gainst mine own content, 
I forth withdrew the sponge, unsated still. 

I rous'd me, and my Leader onward went, 
Treading the voided space, beneath the steep ; 
As on a wall, beneath a battlement ; 

Forth from the eyes because the Shades, who weep, 
Drop after drop, the wide world's lust of gold, 
Close on the outer verge their stations keep. 

Be thou for ever curs'd, She- wolf of old, 
Who, ravening more than other beasts of prey, 
Art greedy still in thy unfathom'd hold ! 

O circling Heavens, by some believ'd to sway 
Events in their vicissitudes below, 
When cometh he, from hence this beast to fray ? 

Our course we made with wary step, and slow, 
I on the Shades intent, who sore distrest 
Wept, and bewail'd, in their heart-rending woe. 

Me-chanc'd, a voice in front, " Sweet Mary blest,'* 
To hear exclaim — sad piercing was the call, 
As woman's, when with travail-pangs opprest. 

Then follow'd ; " Poor thou wert, and reft of all; 
And this was so declar'd, when thou didst lay 
Thy Sacred Burden in the lowly stall." 
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" good Fabricius," next I heard it say — 
" Virtue with poverty thou didst prefer 
To wealth, amass'd in an unrighteous way." 

Such words expressed to me a sense so dear, 
That onward I made haste, athirst to know, 
From whom they came, among the spirits near. 

Of Nicholas it spake the praises, too ; 
His largess to the virgins left forlorn, 
To save their youth from infamy and woe. 
" soul, whose tongue such graces fair adorn, 
Say, who thou wast ; and why this eulogy 
So justly earn'd by thee alone is borne. 

Not unrewarded shall be thy reply, 
An I return, to finish my career 
Of this short life, ever so swift to fly." 

And he ; " I'll tell ; yet not for aid, or cheer, 
Expected from the earth ; but since in thee, 
While yet alive, Grace doth so large appear. 

I was the root of that pernicious tree, 
Whose deadly shade so banes each Christian land, 
That hence good fruit we seldom shaken see. 

If Douay, Ghent, Lille, Bruges, could command, 
Quick would appear the vengeful arm, to smite : 
Of the great Judge of all I this demand. 

I was upon the earth Hugh Capet hight : 
Philip, and Louis, were my progeny, 
Who lately govern'd France in sceptral might. 

Of a Parisian butcher son was I, 
What time to nothing droop'd the kings of yore, 
Save one, who wore a garb of sable dye. 

Mounting the throne, I found the sovereign power 
Firm in my grasp, and such enlargements great 
From conquests new, and vassals in good store, 

That to the crown, and widow'd royal state, 
My son was lifted high : from whom the race 
Of their anointed kings deriv'd their date. 
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Till the great dower of Provence serv'd to efface 
Of my mean birth the ignominious stain, 
Our rule, though narrow, yet brought no disgrace. 

But there in fraud and violence began 
Its rapine ; after, Poitou, fos amends, 
With Normandy and Gascony was ta'en. 

Charles came to Italy, and, for amends, 
Made Conradine his victim ; in that land 
Thomas they thrust to Heaven, still for amends. 

A coming time I see — a time at hand — 
Drawing from France a second Charles ; that so 
He better may be known, and all his band. 

Unarm'd, none other weapon doth he show, 
Than the lance, Judas tilted : this he plies 
So, that heart-stricken Florence rues the blow. 

Yet no new lands, for this, shall be his prize : 
Sin shall he reap, and shame ; to pain him more, 
As guilt the less upon his conscience lies. 

Th' other from prison, newly 'scap'd ashore, 
I see his daughter sell, in traffick base ; 
As pirates count for common slaves the score. 

Avarice, since thy power can thus efface 

All loving sense 'tween kin and kin, what bane 
Is left thee further for mine injur'd race ? 
But that the wrong, done, and to do, show plain, 
I in Alagna see the Lily's pride, 
And, in his Vicar, Christ bound fast again. 

1 see Him, now a second time defied : 

I see the gall, the vinegar, once more ; 
And Him afresh, mid two thieves, crucified. 

Another Pilate, too ; but not with gore 
Sated as yet ; who without call, or right, 
Tramples, in greedy lust, the Temple's floor. 

Lord, my God, when will it joy my sight 
To gaze on that revenge, now hidden laid, 
Now brooded, in Thine anger, with delight ? 
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That, which I spake, address'd to the holy Maid, 
The Spirit's only Spouse, which caus'd thy mind 
Therewith perplex'd to inquire of me for aid, 

During the day employs our prayers combin'd ; 
But, when the shades of coming night unfold, 
Our tuneful notes a different subject find. 

Then we rehearse Pygmalion's tale of old — 
Traitor, thief, parricide — because his will 
Inordinate still thirsted after gold. 

We tell the tale of Midas, whose strange ill 
Game of his own infatuated greed ; 
In after times to be derided still. 

Then each remembers foolish Achan's deed ; 
And how the spoils he plunder'd : from the flame 
Of Joshua's wrath not yet he seemeth freed. 

Sapphira, and her husband, then we blame ; 
The hoofs we praise, that struck at Heliodore ; 
And all the circle Polymnestor's shame 

Whirls in contempt, who murder'd Polydore : 
Lastly, we shout to Crassus, ' Tell us, thou, — 
Who know'st it well — the taste of golden ore ?' 

Converse we hold with voice, now rais'd, now low, 
As inward sense impels the ready tongue 
With accent, more or less, the sense to show* 

During the day, when Virtue claims our song, 
Not singly was I there ; but nigh thee none 
Lifted his voice mid all the prostrate throng." 

Already from the speaker we were gone ; 
And now, that pass to conquer, hard we strove, 
Far as permitted strength could help us on. 

When like the noise of toppling from above 
I felt the Mountain shake : me seiz'd a cold 
Shiver, like that, which men a-dying prove. 

Delos ne'er trembled so, nor quaking roll'd, 
Before Latona did her nest provide, 
The twin-born eyes celestial to unfold. 
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Then came a sound, ringing from every side : 
Which soon as heard, the Master drew me nigh, 
Saying ; " All doubt forego, while I thee guide.'* 
" Gloria in excelsis Deo" was the cry ; 
Utter'd by all around ; as I, from near 
Gathering the words, could tell, and certify. 

Fix'd on the spot we stood with ravish'd ear ; 

As stood those shepherds, who first heard the song ; 
Till hush'd, and still, was all the Heavenly sphere. 

The sacred way we then resum'd, the throng 

Still noting, who had now their custom'd wail 
" Eenew'd, as stretch'd they lay, the floor along. 

No ignorance did e'er my mind assail 
With wish so vehement, a light to gain, 
If memory here does not mislead, or fail ; 

As that, which now I seem'd to entertain : 
Nor yet to ask, for stress of time, I dar'd ; 
Nor saw I aught, the reason to explain : 

Thus deep in dread* and thought, I onward far'd. 
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The thirst, of instinct born, that ne'er can rest, 
Save when allay'd by that Celestial flow, 
For which her suit she of Samaria prest, 

Strong in me wrought ; I felt constraint to go 
Along the cumber'd pass, my Guide behind, 
Pitying the just revenge and righteous woe. 

And, as the Christ — so writ by Luke we find — 
New risen from His vaulty grave, drew near 
Two on the way, and in their converse join'd ; 

So seen of us a Shade, who in our rear 
Journey'd, and still the prostrate crowd survey'd ; 
Nor did we once observe his presence here, 
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Until " God give yon, brethren, peace ! " he said : 
Quick we turn'd round ; and then the Crucial sign, 
Due to such holy blessing, Virgil made. 

Thus he began ; " To fellowship Divine 
Eaise thee in peace that Court of Judgment true, 
To timeless exile which doth me consign ! 

Wherefore your way thus speedily pursue, 
If Shades ye be, whom God will, sure, disdain ? 
Who to Heaven's gate, thus high, has guided you ? " 

My Teacher then ; " Ponder the signs, this man 
Bears on his brow, by Angel hands imprest ; 
Thou hence shalt learn him meet with Saints to reign. 

But, because she, who spinning knows no rest, 
Not from the distaff yet has drawn the line, 
Which Clotho weaves for all in mortal vest, 

His soul, a sister true to thine and mine, 
Hither, alone, could not unaided speed ; 
Since, as we do, it knows not things Divine. 

From the wide gorge of Hell, to serve his need, 
Here was I drawn ; to show him, and to show 
Further, so far as reason's school can lead. 

But tell us, if thou know'st, why trembled so 
Of late the Mountain ; and from whence that cry, 
As of one voice, that reach'd the shores below ? " 

So did his question pierce the very eye 
Of my desire, the hope, which hence I drew, 
Already to my thirst brought some supply. 

The Shade began ; " Without fair order due 
Nothing, throughout this Mount of Sanctity, 
Ever befalls : nought here is strange, or new. 

From mutability all here is free : 
What comes of Heaven, what Heaven receives again, 
Here takes effect : none other cause can be. 

And, hence, there falls not hail, nor snow, nor rain, . 
Hoar-frost, nor dew, above the little stair, 
By whose three steps the penal height we gain. 
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No clouds are ever seen, condens'd, or rare, 
No lightning-flash, no rainbow painted gay, 
Oft shifting place through the illumin'd air. 

Dry vapour never can uprising stray 

Higher than those three steps, of which I spake, 
Where Peter's Vicar sits to guard the way. 

Or more, or less, the underground may shake ; 
, But 'tis from gusts, that subterraneous fly, 
I know not how : here never is a quake. 

The Mountain trembles, when a soul is nigh 
Its purity ; which feeling, it may move 
Heavenward ; and then succeeds such glorious cry. 

The will itself its purity must prove : 

This takes the spirit, left in freedom, still, 

To change her place ; this aids her flight above. 

Her bliss the soul first wills : but other will 
Checks, as it thwarted sin, on earth, before — 
'Tis here the wish God's justice to fulfil. 

And I myself five hundred years, and more, 

Who thus have lain, stretch'd out in doleful plight, 
But only now feel the free will to soar. 

For this the trembling ; then, around the height, 
The saintly spirits magnified the Lord, 
With prayer, that soon might come their own glad 

Thus spake he ; and, as drink doth joy afford, [flight." 
In measure, as the thirst intense may be, 
Words cannot tell, how much I felt restor'd. 

Then the wise Leader ; " Plainly now I see 

The net, that binds you here ; how loos'd the tie ; 

' Wherefore the trembling ; why the choral glee. 

Now may it please thee, who thou wert, and why 
Here for so long a time revers'd, to unfold ; 
That from thy lips I may the truth descry." 
" Help'd by the King of kings, what time of old, 
Good Titus the revengement took condign 
Of the deep wounds — the Blood, by Judas sold, 

15 
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The name most lasting, honour'd most, was mine 
On earth," that spirit answer'd ; " f ar renown'd 
I was for song, but not for Faith Divine. 

My verse melodious breath'd so sweet a sound, 
That from Tolosa Eome withdrew me, where 
My brows with myrtle worthily were crown'd. 

Still am I Statius call'd by people there : 
Thebes, first — Achilles, next, inspir'd my song ; , 
But life the second load refus'd to bear. 

Sown was the flame, and fervour, of my tongue 
In those live sparks of Poesy Divine, 
From which to bards untold a light is sprung ; 

Th' Mneid I mean — dear nurse and mother mine, 
To train me up in the high minstrel-art ; 
'Twas with this aid I built each lofty line. 

And then, when Virgil liv'd, to have had my part 
In life, I would a year, beyond my due, 
This exile have endur'd with all my heart." 

These words, he spake, towards me Virgil drew ; 
The look he gave me, " Silence " seem'd to say ; 
But power to will secures not power to do. 

For smiles, and tears, so prompt obedience pay, 
Each to the sentiment, that stirs the mind, 
In truest souls the will they disobey. 

I smil'd, as one, who winks, his aim to blind ; 
Whereat the Shade was still, and me survey'd, 
Searching the eyes, where most the soul we find. 
" So may thy toil reap good success," he said, 
" As thou declarest, wherefore so the dart 
Of that quick lightning- smile thy face display 'd." ' 

Now am I sore beset on either part — 

One prompts my silence ; th' other bids me speak — 
I sigh ; and Virgil reads my struggling heart. 
" Speak," said my Master ; " yes, good courage take 
To utter all the truth : him fearless now 
Tell what so instantly his wishes seek." 
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Thence I ; " ancient spirit, thou dost show, 
By reason of my smiles, perhaps, surprise ; 
But let thine admiration rather glow. 

This one, to gaze aloft who guides mine eyes, 
That Virgil is, embolden'd by whose aid, 
Thy song of gods and men ascends the skies. 

Dost deem my smile through other cause displayed ? 
Dismiss it, as untrue, and firmly hold 
'Twas caus'd by what thyself of him hast said." 

Already was he bending to enfold 

My Master's feet, who spake ; " Brother, forbear : 
Thou art a Shade, and dost a Shade behold." 

Then he, uprising ; " Now canst thou measure fair 
That ardour of the love, I feel for thee, 
Since I forgot our nature, light as air, 

Handling, as substance, a vacuity." 
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Already was the Angel in our rear, 

To the Sixth round our Guide, whose touch had made 

From the imprinted wound my forehead clear ; 
And those, whose hearts on righteousness are stay'd, 

Had us " Beati" parting, call'd ; for they 

Ended at " Sitio y " and no further said ; 
When Virgil thus began ; " True love alway, 

By virtue lit, kindles another flame, 

If but the light it openly display. 
Hence, from that hour, when from Hell's Limbo came, 

Down unto us, he, who the tidings bare 

Of thy affection — Juvenal, by name — 
Such was my love, towards thee conceiv'd, that ne'er 

Was shown a like good- will towards one unseen ; 

And this, methinks, will ease this lofty stair. 
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But, tell me—and my fault let friendship screen, 
If in my words I trespass over-bold ; 
And let our converse be, as friends between — 

How, by what means, could sordid love of gold 
An inlet find into that heart of thine, 
Which lengthen'd toil such wisdom made to hold ? 

These words did Statius, at the first, incline 
Somewhat to smiling ; and he thus rejoin'd ; 
" Thy very word to me is love's sure sign. 

True is, things often will affect the mind, 
Breeding misdoubts from matter false, and vain, 
When the true cause in secret lurks behind. 

'Tis thy belief — thy question shows it plain — 
That I, alive, by avarice was sway'd, 
Since thou didst meet me in the miser-train. 

Know, then, not this, but its reverse, me made 
Its captive : 'twas for sums, too freely spent, 
Unnumber'd moons the long arrears have paid. 

And, had I not well righted my intent, 

Hearing the words, when thou thyself dost say, 
As one, indignant, 'gainst man's natural bent — 

' Why within limits dost thou fail to stay 
The hearts of men, cursed love of gold ? ' 
I now had shar'd the penal jousting fray. 

Then knew I, that too wide we may unfold 
The lavish hands ; and thus I came to grieve 
For this, and other faults, as conscience told. 

How many with shorn heads their graves will leave, 
Not knowing this a sin ; their contrite sighs 
Thus hinder'd, or in death, or while they live ! 

And* know thou, that the vice, which bold doth rise 
Fronting direct some other, on this round 
Its humid rankness, with that other, dries. 

Wherefore, for like purgation if I'm found 
: Here, rank'd with weepers of the miser-throng, 
'Tifl for the excess, which did in me abound." 
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" Now, when thy verse told of the cruel wrong, 
Seed to Jocasta of a double pain," 
Spake the chief Master of Bucolick song, 
" Since Clio was invok'd, to share thy strain, 
Thou wert not yet brought to believe, I fear, 
Through Faith, from which apart good works are vain. 

Conceded this, what sun, what torches clear, 
DispelTd thy darkness so, that in the wake 
Of the great Fisher thou, thy bark didst steer ? " 
" Thou wast the first," he answer'd, " me to take 
Fast by Parnassus, where its fountain flows : 
'Twas, first, through thee Heaven's light upon me brake. 

Thou wast to me the man, at night who goes 
With lamp, behind him borne, to him no gain, 
Which yet the path to those, who follow, shows. 

When thou didst sing, * The age is born again ; 
Justice returns, with man's primeval state : 
And a new race descends from Heaven, to reign ; ' 

Poet and Christian, thou didst me create : 
But colouring will I use of brighter tone, 
That thou mayst better mark what I relate. 

The world, in every part, lay pregnant, sown 
With the infallible Belief, now taught 
By the Twelve heralds of the Eternal throne. 

Those words of thine with the new tidings, brought 
By the first preachers, kept so true accord, 
That oft with them it pleas'd me to consort. 

Their holy lives such witness did afford, 
That, when Domitian's rage upon them fell, 
My tears with theirs in sympathy I pour'd. 

Long, as I after liv'd, I help'd them well ; 
And, seen their ways, so pure, so sanctified, 
All other sects I deem'd contemptible. 

And, ere the Greeks unto the river's side 

My song of Thebes had led, Baptismal Grace 
I knew ; yet fear constrain'd me this to hide, 
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Long time professor Pagan : to efface 
Lukewarmness such, I the Fourth cornice-round, 
More than four centuries, was doom'd to trace. 

Thou, then, who didst withdraw the veil, that bound 
Mine eyes from this Blest sight, of which I tell, 
While here, for climbing, ample time is found ; 

Say, where is Terence, whom we lov'd so well ? 
Cecilius, Plautus, Varro, also, where ? 
And, if condemn'd, where lies the penal cell ? " 
" They, Persius, I, and many others, are 

With that illustrious Greek," replied my Guide, 
" Whom the Nine foster'd with their fondest care. 

In the First Zone of the dark dungeon wide, 
Full oft our conversation dwells upon 
That Mount, o'er which our nurses dear preside. 

With us Euripides, Anacreon, 

Simonides, Agatho, and numbers more, 

Greeks, who bedeck'd their brows with laurel-crown. 

Here we see those, sung in thy verse of yore, 
Antigone, Deiphile, and Argia, 
Ismene, plung'd in grief, as heretofore ; 

She too is seen, who pointed Largia ; 
Tiresias' daughter ; Thetis, too, was there, 
And, with her sisters, Deidamia." 

The Poets now stood silent ; for, their care 
Anew was turn'd, the region to survey, 
Since 'scap'd the narrow walls, and steepy stair. 

And now the four bright handmaids of the day 
Were left behind, and towards the pole-star drew, 
The fifth up-pointing still her horned ray : 

When spake my Guide ; " 'Tis well we turn, to go 
Along the terrace on the dexter side, 
Circling the Mount, as 'tis our wont to do. 

Past habit thus will serve for present guide :" 
Wherefore we took our way, assur'd the more, 
Because that Shade, worthiest of trust, complied. 
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Apart, their steps I follow'd ; and fresh store, 
While heeding their discourse with ear.attent, 
I gather'd from their rich poetick lore. 

But soon their good discourse asunder rent 
A tree, which midway in the path we found, 
With apples, good for food, of savoury scent. 

As the fir rises tapering from the ground, 
Branch over branch, so downward this did grow, 
And thus, that none might climb, was spread around. 

Where the steep bank enclos'd our pathway, lo ! 
Dripp'd from the beetling rock a water clear, 
Sprinkling the leaves, in its descent below. 

When to the tree the Poets drew them near, 
A voice within the foliage loudly spake ; 
" 'Tis not for you to taste what groweth here ; " 

Then added ; " Mary far more car'd to make 
The wedding honour'd with a full supply, 
Than feast that mouth, now pleading for your sake. 

And the old Boman dames contentedly 

Chose water for their drink ; while Daniel meat 
Had in contempt, and wisdom gain'd thereby. 

Shone, bright as gold, the primal human state : 
Hunger gave acorns a delicious taste, 
And thirst turn'd every brook to nectar sweet. 

Locusts, and honey, in the starving waste, 
Prov'd to the Baptist a sustaining food ; 
Wherefore he stands so high in glory plac'd, 

As by the Gospel clear 'tis understood," 
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Awhile the leafy verdure to survey 
Intent I stood, as he is wont to do, 
His life, in watching birds, who wastes away, 

My more than father me address'd ; " Come now, 
The scanty time, my son, allow'd us here, 
'Tis right to some good end that we bestow." 

I turn'd my face, and with like speed drew near 
The Sages, who together so conferr'd, 
It made the toil in climbing light appear. 

And, lo ! a wailing, and a chaunt, was heard — 
" Labia mea, Domine " — and such the cry, 
Alike in me both joy, and grief, it stirr'd. 

Father belov'd, what's this I hear ? and why ?" 
So I began ; and he ; "It may be, they 
Are Shades, who here the duteous knot untie." 

As when it chances, that, upon their way, 
Pilgrims o'ertake a company unknown, 
They turn to notice, yet make no delay ; 

Behind us, so, at quicker speed press'd on, 
Who, as they pass'd, in wonder us survey'd, 
A troop of spirits, mute, devout, and wan. 

The eyes of each were sunk in hollow shade ; 
Pallid each face ; each form so shrunk and spare, 
That from the bones the skin its outline made. 

Not Erisichthon, to my seeming, bare 
A form so wither'd all, and woe-begone, 
When most aghast through dread of famine near. 

Here we behold, I musing said thereon, 
A people such, as lost Jerusalem, 
When Mary ravening prey'd upon her son. 
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Their eyeholes look'd like rings without a gem ; 

Who readeth in the human face homo 

Would here have easily discern'd the m. 
The cause unknown, who had heliev'd that so 

From water's fragrance, and an apple's scent, 

Forcing to hunger, such strange fruit should grow ? 
Here while I lingering gaz'd in wonderment, 

The reason to my mind not yet display'd, 

From whence the skinny rind, so gaunt, and spent, 
Behold a Shade, from his deep cavern'd head, 

His eyes towards me turn'd, with look unmov'd ; 

Then, " What rare grace is mine ! " aloud he said. 
His person from his face I ne'er had prov'd ; 

But by the accent of his voice I knew 

That, which his aspect had so far remov'd. 
This, as a spark, straight lighted up anew 

My recognition of his alter'd mien ; 

Forese, in the instant, met my view. 
" Ah, no regard pay to my dry parch'd skin, 

Heed not its alter'd hue," he made his prayer ; 

" Nor scorn my flesh, so scant become and thin. 
But of thyself speak truly, and declare, 

Who the two souls, that thee have hither led : 

Oh, let me from thy lips this quickly hear." 
" 1 look'd with tears upon thy face, when dead," 

I answer'd, "nor afflicts me sorrow less 

Now to behold thee, thus disfigured. 
In God's Name, what unstrips thee so, confess : 

Bid me not speak, while lost in such dismay ; 

For speech must fail, when other thoughts oppress." 
And he ; " Th' Eternal pleasure doth convey 

Power to this water, virtue to this tree, 

Behind, us left : and hence I pine away. 
They, who with chaunting here lament and cry, 

For gluttonous excesses, thus renew 

By hunger, and by thirst, their sanctity. 
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For food, and drink, desires still ever new " 

Spring from the scented fruit, and from the spray, 
Which o'er the leaves descends, and spreads to view. 

'Tis not enough that once we wend our way, 
This pass around, to renovate our pain — 
Not pain, but solace, I should rather say — 

For that strong craving to the tree amain 
Drives us, which drove the Christ to exclaim * Eli,' 
When He redeem'd us with His bleeding vein." 
" Forese, since the day," I made reply, 

" When thou the world didst change for happier shore, 
Not five years, to this time, have pass'd us by. 

Sin to commit if thou hadst lost the power, 
Ere shed by thee the penitential tear, 
That reunites to God, in timely hour, 

How hast thou reach'd so soon this lofty stair ? 
I rather ween'd to find thee plac'd below, 
Where laggards loss of time with time repair." 

And he to me ; " Thus soon I'm brought to know 
The bitter sweet of penitential groans, 
Through mine own Nella's tears, her heart-felt woe. 

She, with her prayers devout, and loving moans, 
Me from the place of waiting souls has ta'en, 
And rescued, too, from th' other penal zones. 

God's tender love the more to her shows plain — 
My gentle widow, to my heart so dear — 
As more, alone, she doth good works maintain. 

For women far more modestly appear 
In the Barbagia of Sardinia's shore, 
Than that Barbagia true, where I left her : 

And wouldst thou know, sweet brother, of me more ? . 
A future time I see, and it declare, 
To which not old seemeth the present hour, 

When holy censures from the sacred Chair 
Shall the fair Florentines, so vain, and bold, 
Forbid the exposure of the bosom bare* 
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What savages, what Saracens, of old, 
Ever requir'd that God, or man, should frame 
A law, to enforce the wear of modest fold ? 

But could these libertines, so dead to shame, [nigh, 

Heaven's vengeance know, against them stor'd, and 
Now would they howl, and their disgrace proclaim. 

For, if deceives me not my prescient eye, 
Cometh their. woe, before a beard shall wear 
The babe, now hush'd asleep with Lullaby. 

To tell thy name no longer now forbear : 
Brother, not I alone, this people all, 
Where thou dost shade the sun, in wonder stare." 

On this I spake ; " If thou to mind recall 
What thou wast unto me, and I to thee, 
Sad on the past, to each, must memory fall. 

Two evenings since, from that life rescued me 
This, who in front advances, when the round 
Of his fair sister was full-orb'd to see — " 

(I show'd the sun) — " safe through the night profound 
Of the twice dead he guided me, array'd 
In this material flesh, to spirit bound. 

Thence came I, further'd by his constant aid, 
To scale the Mount, and pass on every side, 
Where world-distorted souls upright are made. 

And yet he promises my steps to guide, 
Till Beatrice I reach ; for then I know, 
It well beseems that I alone abide. 

Virgil is he, whose words sustain me so — " 
I pointed to him — " th' other Shade is he, 
On whose account your region trembled, through 

Each rock and cliff, when purg'd he found him free.** 
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Nor progress speech, nor speech did progress stay ; 

But onward still, discoursing still, we sped, 

As with fair wind a vessel on her way. 
And all the Shades, with look of things twice dead, 

Me through their deeply- vaulted sockets view'd, 

And knowing me alive, their wonder fed. 
And then my former speech I thus renew'd ; 

" For other's sake, belike, he mounts more slow, 

Than if alone his journey he pursued. 
But where's Piccarda ? Tell me, if thou know : 

Tell me, if here be any souls renown'd, 

In all the troop, who gaze upon meso?" 
My sister — an she be more virtuous found, 

Or fair, I wist not — on Olympus high. 

With joy triumphal is already crown'd." 
Thus spake the first, and then ; " Here none deny 

Freedom to name each Shade ; for scanty food 

So mars us, that our features none descry. 
This Shade " — and him he with his finger show'd — 

" Is Lucca's Buonagiunta; that, more thin 

In visage, him beyond, and more subdued, 
Held in embrace th' Espoused Church Divine : 

Of Tours was he ; and here with bitter fast 

Purges Bolsena's eels, and luscious wine." 
Others he show'd me numerous, as they past ; 

All look'd, their names when told, content and glad ; 

Nor was a single brow with cloud o'ercast. 
Champing on vacancy his grinders sad, 

I Ubaldino saw, and Boniface, 

Who 'neath his crozier many people had. 
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I saw the Marquis, who found time and place 
To swill at Forli with a throat less dry ; 
Whose thirst no goblet ever yet could chase. 
But, as we choose from midst a company, 
So him of Lucca did I chiefly note ; 
For best he seem'd to know my history. 
Some word — Gentucca like — he mumbled out, 

Strain'd from the part, where with a gradual drain 
Justice consumed him, 'tween the jaw and throat. 
" spirit," I said, " who from thy look wouldst fain 
With me have parley, let me understand 
Thy speech, that both thereby some comfort gain." 
" Born is a maiden, not yet woman's band 

Wearing," he then began, " who shall endear 
To thee my city — it let, who will, brand. 
Hence thou wilt part with this foreknowledge clear ; 
And, if my mumbling tone mislead thy thought, 
Plain in the issue will my words appear. 
But say — behold I him, to light who brought 
The new- created Rhyme, beginning so — 
' Ye Ladies, well in love's sweet lessons taught ? ' " 
I answer'd ; " I am one, who note the glow, 
When love within me breathes ; and in the way, 
She dictates to my heart, my numbers flow." 
" Brother," he cried, " Oh, now I see the stay, 
Which kept the notary, Guitton, and me, 
From the new style, I hear, of thy sweet lay. 
Your winged song its flight, full well I see, 
Keeps close to love's first impress on the mind ; 
But no such guide, in sooth, adopted we. 
And he, who dares beyond, to please mankind, 
Discerns not well 'tween each discording style : " 
Here, as content, he paus'd, and mute remain'd. 
As cranes, that winter on the banks of Nile, 
Form, of themselves, a squadron in the air, 
Then fly more swift along in single file ; 
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So all the ghostly troop, assembled there, 
Eallying fheir speed, fled with averted face, 
Made light of foot by zeal and diet spare. 

And, as the tir'd pedestrian slacks his pace, 
Suffering the rest to pass, and then more slow 
Advances, till the lungs from panting cease ; 

Forese halted, and in front let go 

The sacred flock ; then said he, following me, 
" Again when we shall meet I fain would know." 
" My term of life, I said, I cannot see ; 
Yet hither my return will not so haste, 
But that, before it, here my wish shall be. 

Because the land, where Heaven my lot has cast, 
Is emptied of all good from day to day ; 
And to its final woe seems ripening fast." 

" Go to," he said, " the cause of this decay — 
Him at a horse's tail behold I drawn 
Towards the Vale, where none for sin can pay. 

The horse, at every step, is onward borne 
With speed redoubling, 'till it strikes him dead, 
And leaves the body mangled and forlorn. 

Nor long shall roll those bright- wheels overhead — 
His eyes he rais'd to Heaven — before they show 
What must no further now by me be said. 

But fare thee well ; so precious is the flow 
Of time in this our realm, that much I lose, 
Step for thy step, while thus advancing slow." 

Juftt as in battle, ere two armies close, 
Forth from the horsemen pricks a gallant knight, 
To pluck the first bright laurel from the foes ; 

Our presence thus, only with swifter flight, 
He left ; I stay'd with the illustrious Two, 
Lords of the world on wisdom's glorious height. 

And when he had in front outstripp'd our view, 
So far that I discern'd him with mine eyes 
Dimly, as when his speech I scarcely knew ; 
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Another tree I saw before me rise 

Verdant, with fruit well stor'd ; to us 'twas nigh, 
Seen, where, beyond, the Mountain curving lies. 

Shades 'neath it I beheld, who stretch'd out high 
Their hands, invoking loud the leafage fair ; 
As children strain to reach, but vainly try, 

Beseeching one, who still rejects the prayer ; 
Nathless, to excite their appetite more keen, 
Who shows the prize, uplifted in the air. 

The Shades thence parted, foil'd their hope when seen : 
And we advanc'd e'en to the mighty tree, 
"Which to such prayers, and tears, so stern had been. 
" Pass further on; approach not nigh, ye three : 
Grows higher up the fruit, on which Eve fed : 
'Tis but an off-shoot this, that here you see." 

Some voice unknown this, mid the branches, said ; 
So Virgil, Statius, and myself, close join'd, 
Still on our way beside the rock- work sped. 

Again the voice ; " The Centaurs bear in mind, 
Cloud-born, accursed, who, when gorg'd with food, 
Warr'd against Theseus — men and brute combin'd ; 

The recreant Hebrews, too, whom thirst subdued, 
Lost to brave Gideon's army on the day, 
When down his march to Madian he pursued." 

Thus, as along one brink we took our way, 
We heard them still the glutton's sins retrace, 
And .wretched gains, in all, he here must pay. 

Then, when our path was free on th' open space, 
Onward a thousand steps and more we hied, 
Each silent, deep in thought, with sunken face. 
" Why in this muse," a voice quite sudden cried, 

" Wend ye your way ? " By the strange sound affear'd, 
I shudder'd, as a beast starts terrified. 

My head, to know whence was the voice, I rear'd ; 
And never of such fiery candent glow 
Metal, or glass, in furnace-heat appear'd, 
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As one I saw, who said ; " The Mountain's brow 
Would ye attain, the turning path lies here : 
Here they ascend, to Heavenly rest who go." 

Unable was my sight his look to bear : 
Back to my Teachers I made haste to turn, 
Like one, not seeing, who obeys the ear. 

As lightly stirs, when heralding the dawn, 

The breath of May, and wafts its odorous store, 
From every herb, and flower, impregn'd, and borne ; 

Such was the breeze, that pass'd my forehead o'er : 
By the ambrosial fragrance, on me shed, 
I knew the wings had mov'd with healing power. 
""0 Blessed they, whom Grace," I heard it said, 
" Illumines so, that never wrong desire 
Of gluttonous excess within is bred, 

Who crave not more, than nature's wants require." 
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Now needed us at once to scale the height, 
When as the sun had the mid-arc resign'd 
To Taurus, and to Scorpio left the night. 

As he, who neither halts, nor lags behind, 
But forward speeds, whate'er he chance to see, 
Bent on the urgent task, that fills his mind ; 

So through the hollow pass made entrance we, 
One after th' other, on the narrow stair, 
So close, that none could climb in company. 

As the fledge-stork her pinions in the air 

Lifts up, with wish to fly, then drops them low, 
Because to leave the nest she scarce can dare ; 

So- 'twas with me, between my zeal to know, 
And eke my fear to ask : I stood, as one, 
Of timorous speech, who halts 'tween ay, and no. 
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For all so rapidly we speeded on, 

Yet spake my father dear ; " Since to the head 
Drawn is the shaft, let loose the string anon." 
Then reassur'd my lips I opened, 
And thus began ; " Say, how can be assigned 
Leanness to that, which never needs be fed ? " 
" If thou hadst call'd Meleager's doom to mind, 
Who wasted with the torch's wasting blaze, 
This truth," he said, " so hard thouwouldst not find. 
And, hadst thou ponder'd, how thine image plays 
Reflected in a glass with mimic ray. 
What seems abstruse thou wouldst attain with ease. 
But, that thou mayst thy mind in quiet stay, 
Statius, behold, is present : him to heal 
Thy paining wounds I supplicate and pray." 
" Before thy face should I to him reveal 

Th' Eternal ordinance," Statius said, " then know 
'Tis thy command, that must my pardon seal." 
Then he pursued ; " My son, if what I show 
Thine intellect receives, and well retains, 
Light shall illumine thy dark question — how ? 
Pure perfect blood, that by the thirsty veins, 
Never is taken up, but still, as food 
Superfluous on the table left, remains, 
Is in the heart with energy endued 
To form all human members, being it, 
Which through the veins convey, the vital flood. 
There more refin'd, thither, where best is meet 
Our silence, it descends ; and then it goes 
Another's blood, in nature's vase, to greet. 
Here the two elements' co-mingling close ; 
To act, one fram'd ; and th' other, to receive, 
As by the heart, from whence each perfect flows. 
The union form'd, its work begins to thrive, J 

Coagulating first ; then animate 
Becomes what its own matter made conceive. 

16 



242 THE PURGATORIO. 

The active virtue, brought to a live state, 
Like to a plant, yet in this differing, 
That this is form'd, that for its soul doth wait, 

Working becomes a moving feeling thing, 
Like a sea-fungus ; then it forms thereon 
Organic powers, which from itself do spring. 

And now expands, and now contracts, my son, 
The primal virtue, from the heart convey'd, 
Whence nature all the members acts upon. 

How th' animal a human being is made, 

Thou seest not yet : this is that crisis, where 
A wiser man, than thou, from truth has stray'd : 

Who in his false conclusion did declare 
The soul, and th' intellect, to be disjoin'd ; 
Because he trac'd no mental organ there. 

Now to the truth at hand unfold thy mind, 
And know, that, in the foetus, when is brought 
The brain to the perfection of its kind, 

The Primal mover in the work, so wrought 
By nature's skill, rejoices ; then therein 
A spirit breathes with every virtue fraught. 

That, which it there finds active, it draws in 
To its own substance : hence a soul is made, 
Which lives, and feels, and can reflect within. 

That less thou wonder at these facts display'd, 
Observe the solar heat, when turn'd to wine, * 
Drawn from the juice, that does the plant pervade. 

The soul, when Lachesis has spun its line, 
'Scapes from the flesh, and by a power innate 
Beareth away both human, and Divine. 

While th* other powers are mute, being separate, 
The memory, the intelligence, the will, 
Act with more life, than in their former state. 

Down, of itself, as ne'er abiding still, 
It moves to one, or th' other margin ; where 
It learns what path to take for good, or ill. 
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Soon, as the place prescribe confines it there, 
The power informative spreads it around, 
Even as when the living limbs it bare. 
And, as the air, when watery mists abound, 
Shows brilliant from the sun's refracted rays, 
With various colours richly deck'd, and crown'd ; 
So the surrounding air the form displays, 
On it imprinted, which the soul doth frame, 
Whose virtue there inseparably stays. 
And then ; in likeness to the flickering flame, 
Which tracks the fire, when moving to and fro, 
So the new form does to its soul the same. 
And, as the soul hence takes its outward show, 
'Tis shadow calTd ; and hence we still retain, 
E'en to the sight, the powers to feel and know. 
Hence power to speak, and power to smile remain ; 
Hence we shed tears ; we utter grief in sighs ; 
As in the Mount thou oft hast witness'd plain. 
And, as desires may prompt, or passions rise, 
Affected so the phantom will appear : 
And thus the doubt is solv'd, whence thy surprise." 
At the last penal round arriv'd we were : 
We turn'd, as custom'd, to the dexter side, 
Now all intent on other scenes of care. 
From the steep bank here flames burst far and wide ; 
And whirlwinds from the outer margin blow, 
Checking with strong rebuff the fiery tide. 
And thus we needed, singly, each to go 

Along the edge expos'd ; and great my dread, 
Between the fire above, the depth below. 
" Thine eyes must here be kept," my Leader said, 
" In strict subjection to the guiding rein : 
To fall is easy on the ground, we tread." 
" Summa dementia Dew " heard I then 

Souls, in the fire embosom'd, singing sweet ; 
Whence I desir'd the more to turn again. 
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Spirits I saw pass through the burning heat : 
Wherefore with looks, divided 'tween the two, 
Their steps I now observ'd, and now, my feet. 

When near the close of the sweet hymnal flow, 
They " Virum non cognosco " cried aloud ; 
And then the chaunt renew'd with voices low. 

This ended, they in sequence : " To the wood 
Diana fled ; thence Helice chas'd away, 
Whom Venus with her venom had embued." 

Then they resum'd their long- ac custom 'd lay : 
They prais'd in song full many a happy pair, 
By virtue rul'd, and wedlock's gentle sway. 

Long, to the flames as they appointed were, 
These acts, alternating, suffic'd, I ween : 
And by such remedies, such sufferings there, 

They close the last of wounds, and make them clean. 
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While as along the brink in filing train 

We mov'd, my Master kind oft paus'd to say, 
" Mind, lest I warn thee for thy good in vain." 

On my right shoulder struck the solar ray, 
O'er all the western sky already spread ; 
[The deep blue tints chang'd to an ashen grey. 

My shadow ting'd the flame with deeper red : 
Wherefore, to muse upon such prodigy, 
Full many spirits, as they pass'd, were led. 

Their first occasion hence they took with me 
Discourse to hold ; and thus they 'gan exclaim : 
" No counterfeited body this we see." 

Then, as in safety far they might, they came 
Towards me, to make sure ; with heedful care 
Not to emerge beyond the penal flame. 
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" thou, at pace more tardy moving there, 
To show thyself, perhaps, more reverent, 
Grant me reply, the thirst and heat who bear. 

Nor me alone thine answer will content : 
Not so desires Ethiop, or he of Ind, 
The cooling spring, as these on it are bent. 

Declare the cause, why of itself a blind 
Thy body makes to screen the solar light ; 
As if death's net had thee not yet entwin'd :" 

So, 'mong them, one address'd me ; and I might 
The truth have shown, had not mine earnest gaze 
Turn'd to an object new, just come in sight. 

For, in the midway of the lambent blaze, 
Eight opposite to these, a people went, 
My thoughts engrossing with their loving ways ; 

From either side, although on speed intent, 

They stopp'd to exchange a kiss ; then, on again, 
With joy so transient as if quite content. 

Thus we observe ants, in their dusky train, 
Greet, feeling mouth to mouth ; as if thereby 
Their several ways and means to ascertain. 

Such fond exchanges paid thus hastily, 
Scarce ta'en a single step, each one essays, 
Mid all their ranks, who shall the loudest cry : 

These shouts of " Sodom," and " Gomorrah," raise ; 
Those shout, "Pasiphae became a cow, 
Urging the bull to her voluptuous ways." 

Then, as the cranes in two divisions go, [shun, 

Some toward the heights, some toward the sands ; to 
These, northern ice ; and those, the solar glow ; 

In countermarch parted the Shades anon ; 

And the first chaunt renew'd with many a tear, 
And the loud cry, as each his share did own. 

Then they, to me who first address'd their prayer, 
Like, as before, approach'd me now again, 
With looks, that spake their eager wish to hear. 
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I, their desires, who twice had mark'd, began 
Therefore my speech : " blessed Spirits, sure 
In season due the promised rest to gain, 

Nor crude through youth, nor yet through age mature, 
On earth are left my limbs ; but with me they 
Visit this realm, and in full flesh endure. 

Here come I, lest more blind I further stray ; 
Such grace a Dame in Heaven for me acquires, 
That to your world I pass in mortal clay. 

But, so be granted soon your best desires, 

And Heaven bestow'd, your certain dwelling-place, 
That Heaven most spacious, which all love inspires ; 

Tell me, that with my pen your names I trace, 
Who are ye, and yon troop to us make known, 
Who, in your rear, from hence depart apace." 

As stands in mute astonishment the clown, 

Fresh from his mountain-home, incult and rude, 
When first he views the wonders of the town ; 

So, in like semblance, now each spectre stood ; 
But, when their stupor of surprise was o'er, 
As in all loffcy souls 'tis soon subdued, 
" blessed thou, who freightest from our shore," 
The Shade, who first besought me, then resum'd : 
" For better life new intellectual store ; 

They, who from us departed, here are doom'd 
For that offence, whence Cffisar by the name 
Of ' Queen ' was greeted, when with conquest plum'd. 

Hence, as they leave us, they rehearse their blame, 
By shouts of i Sodom,' as thyself dost know : 
And the fierce heat adds to their blushing shame. 

Hermaphrodite the sin, that caus'd our woe : 
But, since no human law could us restrain, 
Goaded, like brutes, with lust's infuriate glow, 

Ourselves reproaching, we, mid all our pain, 
Offc as we separate, ' Pasiphae ' call, 
Self-made a beast, when she a beast did feign. 



CANTO XXVI. 247 

Now knowest thou our acts, our guilt, our fall : 
An wouldst thou know us each by name, beside, 
Time would be scant, nor could I tell them all. 

With mine, at least, thou shalt content abide : 
I Guinicelli am ; so quickly here, 
Because I wept for sin, before I died." 

As, when Lycurgus mourn'd, the two sons dear 
Hastened their mother to behold again ; 
So hasten'd I — yet not to reach so near — 

His name when hearing, who to me had been 
A father, and to worthier Poets, who 
Sang rhymes of love in such melodious strain. 

Nor heard, nor spake I, as I wended slow, 
Long lost in thoughts admiring, while the fire 
Forbade me closer proof of love to show. 

But, when was sated all mine eyes' desire, 
The proffer of myself in full I made 
With adjurations such, as trust inspire. 
" Deep in my heart thy words," to me he said, 

" Love's impress so have trac'd, that Lethe ne'er 
Can it obliterate, nor over-shade. 

But, as, in very sooth, they truth declare, 
So now the cause unfold, from whence arise 
Thy words, thy looks, to me such love that bear ?" 

Then answering I ; " Thine own sweet melodies, 
Destin'd to live, as modern language, long, 
Their very ink makes precious in our eyes." 
" Brother," he said, " this Shade, the group among, 
Whom I point out " — he pointed one to me — 
" Far better wrought with our dear mother tongue : 

In songs of love, in tales prosaic, he 

Surpass'd us all : I leave the fools to raise 
Him of Limoges to a more high degree. 

On rumour, more than truth, they ground their praise, 
And so confirm the verdict ; but before 
They mind what art, or reason's light, displays. 
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Thus of Guittone many spake, of yore, 
By popular acclaim supreme confest, 
Till witness to the truth so many bore. 

Now, as thou art with such high favour blest, 
That unto thee unbarr'd the City lies 
Where Christ its abbot gives the College rest, 

Let from thy lips a ' Paternoster ' rise 

Pleading for me, so far as meets our case, 
Whom here the bait of lust no longer tries." 

Then, peradventure to resign his place 
To one hard by, he vanish'd in the flame ; 
As to the bottom dart the finny race. 

I to the Shade, thus shown, advancing came, 
And told him of my wish, that did provide 
Him welcome in my heart, but known his name. 

He in his own free native speech replied ; 
" Your courteous act gladdens my spirit so, 
No power, no will, is mine my name to hide. 

Arnauld I am : with tears and songs I go, 
Wailing, in fire, my former follies blind ; 
Yet see in hope the day, to close my woe. 

Now I entreat thee by that power, assign'd 
To guide thee to the highmost realm of light, 
My grief, in season due, recall to mind." * 

Then in the purging flames he fled from sight. 



* " Tan m' abelis votre cortes deman, 

Quieu non pnesc, ni vneill, a vos cobire, 

Je sai Arnant, que plor, e vai chantan 
Con si tost vei la passada folor ; 
E vei ianzen lo iorn, que esper, denan. 

Arans pree per aquella valor, 
Que vos guida al som de la scalina, 
Sovengaus a temps de ma dolor." 
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As when he darts the first diurnal beams 

There on the land, which drank its Maker's blood, 
Libra suspended high, where Ebro streams, 

And mid-day heat rekindling Ganges' flood, 

Now stood the sun : 'twas evening nigh, when clear 
We saw God's Angel come in joyous mood. 

Outside the flame he stay'd, the border near ; 
" Beati mundi corde" was his strain, 
So utter'd, as on earth we never hear. 

He spake ; " Till tasted first the fire, ye gain 
No passage here : then enter, and well heed 
The song, that shows your after-pathway plain." 

These words, on our approaching him, he said ; 
Wherefore I, straight, became, the summons heard, 
Like one, who to the grave is taken dead. 

Seeing the flames, my hand I clasp'd, and rear'd, 
While to the panic of my wilder'd mind 
The bodies, that I saw, now burnt appear'd. 

Towards me then turn'd my conductors kind, 
And Virgil me address'd ; " Son, know, that here 
Torments afflict, but death no place can find. 

Remember well the past, dismiss thy fear : 
On Geryon's back if I thee sav'd alive, 
Shall my protection fail, with God so near ? 

Wert thou to bide — and this assur'd believe — 
A thousand years embowell'd in this flame, 
Not thee of one poor hair could it deprive. 

An if thou me dost a deceiver deem, 
Advance thee nigh ; thyself the fact shall prove, 
Thy hands both plac'd upon thy garment's hem. 
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Now far all dread, all dread now far remove ; 

Turn hither ; safe proceed ; approach more nigh :" 
Still, against conscience, I refus'd to move. 

Then, seen my stout reluctance to comply, 

Mov'd somewhat, " 'Tis this wall, my son," he said, 
" That Beatrice detaineth from thine eye." 

At Thisbe's name, as Pyramus well-nigh dead 
Open'd his eyes, and on her gaz'd, when now 
The mulberry from white was turning red ; 

My hardness soffcen'd, to my Leader so 
I turn'd, when heard that name, the source alone, 
Whence joys, that never fail, within me flow. 

On this, he shook his head, saying ; " My son, 
Still shall we stand without ? " then smil'd, as he 
"Who greets a child, by a fair apple won. 

And now he entry made, preceding me, 
And asking Statius, that he follow last, 
Who in the rear some distance chanc'd to be. 

When in the fire, I fain would have been cast 
Into a seething glass, to cool my pain ; 
The raging heat all measure so surpast. 

The father dear, for my relief, again 
Told me of Beatrice, and, as he went, 
Kept saying, " Yes, her eyes I now see plain." 

A voice, that sang behind us, guidance lent 
Sure to our steps ; heeding attentively, 
Forth we emerg'd, where springs the steep ascent. 
" Venite, benedicti Patris mei " 

Game sounding from a Lustre, thence that shone 
So brightly, that I clos'd my vanquish'd eye. 

It added ; " Evening comes, the sun is gone ; 
Linger ye not ; study the path to find, 
While yet the West retains her mantle brown." 

Within the cleft, the path without a wind 
Bose so directed, that the setting ray 
I cast in shade, as feebly it declin'd. 
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A few short steps we had pursued our way, 
When of the sunset ware, because the shade 
No longer in our front distended lay. 

And, ere in all its vast expanse display'd, 
Th' entire horizon one same aspect bare, 
And ere the night its mantling veil outspread, 

Each fram'd his couch upon a stepping stair ; 
For the ascent, and not our lack of will, 
Forbade our progress, and detain'd us there. 

As when, for rumination, settled still, 

The goats, who yet so nimbly skipp'd, and play'd, 
Before their feeding, on the craggy hill, 

At noonday heat lie silent in the shade, 
Kept by the goat-herd, who, within their sight, 
Leans on his crook, leaning his watch to aid ; 

And, as the shepherd, who, the livelong night, 
Lodging beneath the sky, so tends with care 
His folded flock, no beast can them affright ; 

So all we three together rested there ; 
I, like the goat ; and, like the shepherds, they, 
Hemm'd in, both sides, between the rocky stair. 

The light but scantily here found a way ; 

Yet by that glimmering I the stars could spy, 
More large than wont, and in more bright display. 

Me, ruminating thus with uprais'd eye, 

Sleep apprehended ; sleep, that offc foreknows 
Strange things to come, before the event draws nigh. 

'Twas, I believe, what time her radiance throws 
First on this Mount the Cytherean star, 
With fire of love, that unabated glows ; 

Seem'd in my dream a Lady, young and fair, 
Over a plain a-gathering flowers to go, 
Who, as she cull'd, still sang with blithsome air, 
" Whoso my name demandeth, let him know 
'Tis Leah : thus my handy-work I ply, 
That I may weave a garland for my brow. 
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I fashion me thus fair, my charms to spy ; 
But at her mirror sits, nor cares to rise, 
My sister Eachel, in her musings high. 

As she enraptur'd views her beauteous eyes, 
So I with busy hand myself adorn : 
Her joy in gazing, mine in action, lies." 

Now, on the gorgeous breaking of the dawn, 

Which joys the pilgrim's heart, so much the more, 
As nearer to his home his steps are borne, 

Darkness on every side took flight, and tore 
With it my slumbering : alert I rose, 
Seeing the mighty Masters risen before. 
" That apple sweet, in quest whereof man goes 

Searching from bough to bough with restless care, 
To-day thine hunger will for ever close. " 

In such glad words Virgil with gracious air 
Address'd me ; and no proffer'd gifts of love 
Could, in delightfulness, with these compare. 

Strong Heaven-ward yearnings so my heart 'gan move, 
That, at each step, I felt expanding fast 
My aspirations to take wing above. 

When all the steps beneath us lay, and past, 
As now we stood upon the one most high, 
Virgil his eyes intently on me cast. 
■" The fires of Time and of Eternity 

Thou hast," he said, " beheld ; and now, my son, 
Thou art, where I no more can light supply. 

With wisdom, and with skill, I've led thee on : 
Thine own good pleasure now thy path will show ; 
Ways steep, ways narrow, now remain there none. 

Behold, the sun shines full upon thy brow : 
Behold the herbs, the flowers, the arborets gay, 
Which in this garden all spontaneous grow. 

Till here those eyes of gladness shed their ray, 
Which me in tears did to thine aid incline, 
Thou mayst repose, or in the garden stray. 
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Further from me expect no speech nor sign ; 

Sane is thy judgment now, upright, and free ; 

111 wouldst thou act its dictates to decline : 
With Crown and Mitre, then, invest I thee." 
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Around, within, delighted to survey 

The Sacred forest, whose green mantling shade, 
Temper'd, to view, the sunny new-born day, 

The Mountain's bank I quitted, nor delay'd 
To tread the plain with steps, at leisure slow, 
Where fragrant sweets the soil around convey'd. 

A balmy breeze, that never ceas'd to blow, 
Unchang'd in nature, with a feeler, light 
As softest zephyr, touched me on my brow. 

The branches, by the gentle airy weight 
Mov'd out of place, wav'd trembling to the West, 
Where first the shade falls from the Mountain's height ; 

Yet, were they not from straight so far deprest, 
But that the little birds still freely play'd 
Their varied parts upon the verdant crest ; 

They, from within their secret sheltering shade, 
Hail'd the glad matin prime with all their glee, 
While with their song the leaves sweet music made : * 

As in the pine- wood breathes from tree to tree 
The gentle murmur on Chiassi's shore 
When Jjlolus Sirocco's chain sets free. 

I had already through the woodland hoar • 
Loitering so far advanc'd, that now where lay 
My path of entrance, I could trace no more ; 

And lo ! a stream, arresting here my way, 
Which, to the left, scarce with its little tide 
Bent down the grass, that fring'd its margin gay. 
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The waters, on the earth, most purified 
Would all, compar'd with these, polluted seem, 
Their clearness such, that nought beneath could hide ; 

Although in amber dusk the limpid stream 
Glided beneath o'erhanging shades, that ne'er 
Gave access to the sun, nor lunar beam. 

I halted, and with pleas'd admiring stare 
The rill, and it beyond, survey 'd, all dight 
With flowers of every hue, that blossom'd there. 

And, as when suddenly an object bright 
Arrests the eye, all other thoughts anon 
Are scatter'd through surprise, so to my sight 

Appear'd a Lady, walking there alone, 

Singing, and culling from the flowery store, 
Which painted all the ground she stepp'd upon. 
" Lady beautiful, on whom doth pour 

Love its warm beams, if from without we see 
Index, whereby the heart we best explore" — 

Such my address — " Now let thy pleasure be 
To approach the stream, that so what thou dost sing 
My listening ear may reach, to gladden me. 

The place thou dost to my remembrance bring, 
The beauty, too, of Proserpine, when her 
The mother mourn'd ; and she, the loss of spring." 

With feet entwin'd, still to the flooring near, 
As in the dance a Lady fair is seen, 
When scarce her steps, as on she glides, appear ; 

So turn'd she towards me o'er the flowery sheen 
Of crimson and of gold, that deck'd the ground ; 
Sinking her eyes with modest virgin mien. 

And thus my prayer its full contentment found, 
On her so near advancing, that I knew 
The purport of her song's delicious sound. 

Soon as she was, where the fresh herbage grew, 
Steep'd in the river's lovely wave, straightway 
She deign'd to lift her eyes, that I might view. 
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'Tis my belief, that ne'er like splendid ray 
From underneath the lids of Venus shone, 
Smit by her boy, beyond his wonted play. 

Smiling she stood, the fronting bank upon, 
Still plucking with her hands the flowers so fair, 
That bloom upon this height, though never sown. 

Some paces three the stream us parted there ; 
But not that curb of human pride, the strait 
Of Hellespont, by Xerxes travers'd, e'er 

Had more to brook of fond Leander's hate, 
As it 'tween Sestos and Abydos ran, 
Than this I loath'd, which kept us separate. 
" Here ye arrive, as strangers," she began ; 

" And ye may, haply, in this chosen place — 
The ancient home of new-created man — 

In doubt have wonder'd at my smiling face ; 
But from Psalm " Delectasti " yet doth flow 
Light, from your intellects the cloud to chase. 

And thou in front, whose voice implor'd me so, 
Speak, wouldst thou hear me further ; for I came 
To tell what thee it much imports to know." 

I spake ; " The murmuring forest and the stream 
Combat the new conviction of my mind ; 
As now I hear what to gainsay may seem." 
" The manner, and the reason," she rejoin'd, 

" Of that, which thee surprises, I'll make known, 
And so dissolve the cloud, that thee doth blind. 

The Good Supreme, Self-blessed, and alone, 
Man righteous made ; this garden He bestow'd, 
Pledge of immortal Life, for man to own. 

By his sole fault, short time he there abode ; 
By his sole fault, for weeping and for woe 
He chang'd the smile unblam'd and sprightly mood. 

That the commotion rising from below 
By exhalations of the land and sea, 
Which, to their utmost, track the solar glow, 
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Might never against man contentious be, 

TJiis Mount high-seated rear'd to Heaven its head ; 
And all above the gate from strife is free. 
Now, since through space the atmosphere is spread 
By the First Motion, in its ceaseless round, 
Save only, where its course is hindered, 
Here on this height, where vapours none are found, 
It vibrates on the ether pure, and makes 
The forest from its leafy depths resound ; 
And the plant, stricken so, such virtue takes 
Prolific, as to impregn the passing breeze, 
Which then abroad, winnowing, that virtue shakes. 
And th' other land, as best therewith agrees 
The climate and the soil, conceives and bears, 
Each with diverse of virtues, divers trees. 
He, in that earth, who this with wonder hears, 
Should deem it no more strange, without a seed 
Sown visibly, than when a plant appears. 
And this to know thou oughtest, that the mead, 
Where now thou art, abounds with every grain, 
Germ of such fruits, as all on earth exceed. 
The water, thou beholdest, owns no vein, 
Which vapours by the cold condens'd restore, 
Like rivers, failing now, now full again ; 
But rises from a fountain fix'd, and sure, 
Drawing so deep, through God's good-will and grace, 
In two main channels that its waters pour. 
Here, on this side, it downward streams apace, 
With power all sin from memory to hide ; 
And there, with power all good works to retrace. 
This, nigh, is Lethe ; that, on th' other side, 
Is Eunoe nam'd, which only cure supplies 
Tasted, when first is drunk the former tide. 
In sweetness this all other sweets outvies : 
And, though thy thirst well satisfied might.be, 
Should I no more enlighten now thine eyes ; 
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Yet shall my grace give this corollary : 
Nor -deem I that my words will prove less dear, 
Exceeding thus my promise, made to thee. 

The bards, of old, who sang, as drawing near, 
The golden age, and all its halcyon days, 
Plac'd the Parnassus of their fancy here, 

Man here was rooted first in holy ways ; 
Here endless spring with every fruit appeared, — 
The nectar this, they all combined to praise." 

On this, I drew me to the Poets endear'd, 
Moving quite round ; and I perceiv'd, that they, 
Not without smile, the closing sentence heard : 

Then to the Lady fair I turn'd away. 
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* 

As one, inflam'd with love divine, her lay 
She tun'd, and in continuance sweet sang on, 
" Beati, quorum tecta sunt peccata." 

And, like to nymphs who wander, each alone, 
Through the reoesses of the shady wood, 
Some to avoid, and some to see, the sun, 

So 'gainst the current of the gentle flood 
Along the bank she mov'd ; and, as she pac'd, 
With step for step her progress I pursued. 

We scarce had, each, some fifty footstepB trac'd, 
On either side, the banks like winding made, 
So that the Orient once more I fac'd ; 

Nor in this way advanced far we had, 

When fully round to me she turn'd; and, " Look, 
Look, brother, now, and listen well," she said. 

And, on a sudden, lo, a splendour broke 
Effulgent, streaming through the wood-land wide, 
So strange, that it I deem'd a lightning stroke. 

17 
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But, while the lightning knows not to abide, 
And this, continuing, wider spread its flame ; 
t( What can it mean ? " within myself I cried. 

Then through the air irradiated came 

A sound so sweet, that Eve's adventurous deed 
I, straight, began with righteous zeal to blame ; 

For she, what time both Heaven and Earth obey'd, 
Alone of women, new-created, too, 
Car'd not to live, if under any shade ; 

But, had she learnt submissively to bow 
That one beneath, this infinite content 
I had enjoy'd long since, and kept till now. 

While, mid such primal deathless sweets I went, 
My thoughts in holy musing high uprear'd, 
Still on new joys, joys greater still, intent, 

In front, as in a blaze of fire appear'd 

The space aerial 'neath the o'erarching shade : 
Then knew we' 'twas a song — that sound, we heard. 

Virgins, most holy, Oh, if e'er I made 
Trials, for you, of hunger, vigil, cold, 
Now, in return, constrain'd I seek your aid. 

Let Helicon for me her streams unfold : 
Help of Urania, and her choir, I pray, 
That thoughts high rais'd in fitting verse be told. 

Yet little further on, in false display 
The wide space intervening made appear, 
As if seven trees of gold before us lay. 

But, in my progress, when I reach'd so near, 
That the resembling parts, which cheat the eyes, 
In their true form I could distinguish clear, 

The sense, which lends to reason her supplies, 
Seven Candelabras gave me to descry, 
And in the song to hear Hosannas rise. 

The vision fair, with cressets flaming high, 

Shone far more bright than when the moon we see, 
At her mid-month, illume the midnight sky. 
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I turn'd me in admiring ecstasy 

Back to good Virgil ; and his look replied, 
Expressing stupor in no less degree, 

l?hen the sublimities again I spied, 
As moving towards us; yet so slow their pace, 
More quick had pass'd the progress of a bride* 

The Lady me reprov'd : ** Why fix thy face 
So closely on the lights of living glow, 
As not what cometh in their wake to trace ? " 

After their leaders as attendants go, 

Then saw I many follow, cloth'd in white — 
White, so unblench'd, the earth none like can show. 

The river, on my left, was shining bright, 
And my left side was to my view pourtray'd, 
Clear in the mirror of the watery light. 

When on my bank I had a station made, 
Nought interposing, but the stream alone, 
I here, for better view, my course delay'd. 

And thence I saw the cressets, gliding on, 
As, in their track, they left behind the air 
Eadiant, as though with pencill'd lines it shone ; 

So that, above, the form it seem'd to wear 
Of seven bright lists, all tinctur'd with the hue 
Of the sun's arc, and Delia's girdle fair* 

These parted streamers far outstripp'd my view, 
Spreading behind ; yet, haply, there might be 
Ten paces found between the outer two. 

In pairs then rang'd, beneath a canopy 

Thus render' d bright, came Elders twenty-four, 
Adorn'd with crowns of purest fleurs-de-lys. 

All sang accordant : " Blest for evermore 
Be thou, 'mong Adam's daughters I Ever may 
Heaven on thy loveliness its blessing pour ! " 

After the flowers, and herbs, so fresh and gay, 
On the bank opposite no longer bare 
That retinue elect upon their way, 
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As in the skies star shoots, succeeding star, 

So now Four Beasts pass'd in succession, crown 'd 

With bands of verdant leaves for ever fair. 
Each with six wings was feather'd all around, 

The feathers full of eyes ; and Argus' eyes, 

Were he alive, would like to these be found. 
Header, I waste not verse, to show their guise : 

A weightier debt upon me lays its claim ; 

So in few lines I must these Four comprise. 
But read Ezekiel, who depicts the same, 

When from the freezing north he saw them flee, 

Borne on with the cloud, the whirlwind, and the flame. 
As in his scroll thou findest them to be, 

So mark them here : but John is on my side, 

Numbering their wings : in this we two agree. 
The space between the Four was occupied 

By a triumphant Car, two- wheeled and high ; 

Drawn by a Gryphon, who to it was tied. 
Each of His wings He pointed to the sky, 

The middle light, and three and three between ; 

So that in nothing harm'd their waving by. 
These soar'd so high, as to remain unseen : 

What was a Bird, its limbs had, fram'd of gold ; 

White shone the rest, mix'd with vermilion sheen. 
T Tis not, that Borne never rejoic'd, of old, 

Scipio, or Caesar, with so bright a car, 

That of the sun, to this look'd, poor and cold — 
That sun, of Tellus through the earnest prayer, 

When from its track it stray'd, consum'd in flame, 

When Jove his just mysterious Will made bare. 
By the right wheel in circling dance then came 

Three Ladies ; and the one was red to view ; 

Plac'd in a Are, she nigh had look'd the same. 
Another was, to see, of emerald hue, 

Such in the flesh and bone entirely made ; 

The third was white, as snow, when fallen new. 
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Now seem'd the white, and now the red, to lead, 
Drawing the rest ; and, guided by the strain, 
The two advanc'd, with more or lesser speed- 
By the left wheel Four in a jubilant train 

Came, purple-clad ; and one with prudent care, 
Having three eyes, their movements did restrain. 
Hard by the mazy troop of dancers fair, 
I saw two aged men, diversely dress 'd, 
But like in grave deport, in reverent air- 
One bare the look of a most favour'd guest 
Of great Hippocrates, whom nature made 
To serve the creature, whom she lov'd the best. 
A zeal the other quite reverse display'd, 

Wielding a slaughterous sword, whose keen edge bright, 
Me, though the stream between us roll'd, dismay'd. 
Then Four, of lowly mien, appeared in sight ; 
And, behind all, apart, one, grave and hoar, 
Asleep, whose face was, yet, all life and light. 
The latter Seven, like, as the Twenty-four, 
Were all array'd ; albeit around the head 
The lilied diadem none braided wore, 
But roses, and such crimson flowers, instead ; 
That, all above the eyebrows, burning lay, 
One, from short distance viewing, might have said. 
And when the Car me fronted in its way, 
A peal was heard : to all that worthy band 
Seem'd interdicted further march ; for they, 
There, with the first-told Ensigns, made a stand. 
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When of the first Empyreal Heaven the Wain, 
Which never setting, never rising, knew, 
Nor other, but of sin, the clouding stain, 

And which each movement in its order due 
Here taught and guided, as the lower star 
To the glad haven points the mariner true, 

Had rested, the truth-telling band, whilere 
Who between it, and the blest Gryphon, went, 
Turn'd to the Car, as if their peace lay there. 

And from among them one, as Heavenly-sent, 
" Veni sponsa de Ldbano" sang thrice; 
And in the words join'd all with sweet concent. 

As, at the final call, the Bless'd shall rise 
Each quickly from his cell, and with his clay 
New- vested mount in triumph to the skies ; 

So on the holy equipage, straightway, 
Now hundreds sprang, ad vocem tanti Senis, 
Stewards and heralds of life's endless day ; 

And all said, " Benedietus qui verm" 

Scattering above, around, the floral shower, 
" Manibu8 O ! date Mia plenis." 

As I have seen, at prime of matin hour, 
The glowing East, in roses all array'd, 
While the fair West its lovely stillness wore, 

And the sun's orb emerge from midst a shade, 
So temper'd with the kindly mists, that there 
The eye for length of time could safe be stay'd ; 

Thus, mid a cloud of flowers, toss'd in the air, 
By hands Angelical, and upward sped, 
Thence to descend, round and within the Car, 



CANTO XXX. 263 

With olive crown, a fair white veil overspread, 
Appear'd a Lady, 'neath a mantle green ; 
Like the live flame, that ting'd her vesture, red. 

And now my spirit, though it ne'er had been, 
During so long of intervening space, 
Aw'd into trembling by her look and mien, 

Before more clearly I discern'd her face, 
Deriv'd therefrom a secret strength, whereby 
Of my first love I came the power to trace. 

Soon as thus fell upon my wondering eye 

The lofty, virtue, which had struck me through, 
Ere yet my youth had reach'd its puberty, 

I turn'd me to the left ; with such a show 
Of confidence, as when to mother flies 
The child, by fear assail'd, or other woe. 

I said to Virgil ; " See, my spirit dies ; 

To the last drop quivers my blood dismay'd : 
Of my old love the signs I recognize." 

But Virgil of himself us now had made 
Orphans — that Virgil, father lov'd most dear — 
Virgil, to whom my soul I had convey'd. 

Not all the Blessedness, Eve lost us here, 
My cheeks which hitherto no moisture knew, 
Could save me from the streaming staining tear. 

Dante, because thy Virgil quits thy view, 
No longer weep, nor weep again : thine eye 
Has from another sword sharp pain to rue." 

Like to an admiral, who stands up high 
On stern or prow, the mariners to cheer, 
In other ships, their toilsome work who ply ; 

So, on the Car's left side, when struck mine ear, 
While on the bank, the mention of my name, 
Which, of constraint, must be recorded here, 

Turning I saw the form of her, who came, 
Beneath the festal flowers Angelic veiTd, 
Her eyes now towards me bent, across the stream. 
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Though through the veil, down from her head that traiTd, 
Bound which Minerva's olive wreath was twin'd, 
To trace her lineaments entire I fail'd ; 

With queenly look and haughtiness combin'd, 
She thus continued, like a person, who 
In speaking keeps the chief reproof behind ; 
" Look well. — Yes, Beatrice I am ; but how 

Hast thou to climb the Mount so late assay'd ? 
That human bliss is here, didst thou not know ? " 

On the clear wave mine eyes dropp'd down dismay'd ; 
But, when myself I saw reflected there, 
They sought the grass ; such shame upon them weigh'd. 

As to the child a mother looks austere, 
So was she in mine eyes ; for bitter taste 
I found in her compassion thus severe. 

Silent she stood ; and th' Angels then in haste 
'Gan sing, " In te, Domine, speravi y " 
Yet " pedes meos " not beyond they pass'd. 

As, on the ridgy bone of Italy, 

Mid the live leafless logs the snow congeals, 

By northern winds clench'd fast, when drifted high, 

Then liquid by a self- worn channel steals, 
If from th' unshaded land the wind but blow, 
As when the Are a melted candle feels ; 

So lack'd my tears and sighs their genial flow, 
Until they sang, who tune their notes alway, 
As the sweet-sounding spheres eternal go. 

But, after, when I heard their chaunted lay 
Sweetly express their pity, and which more 
Than " Lady, why so rive him ? " seem'd to say, 

The ice, congeal'd around my heart's deep core, 
Water and sighs became, and with sore pain 
Bux;st from my breast, the mouth and eyelids o'er. 

With look unmov'd, she still upon the Wain, 
Her former station, stood ; then thus she spake 
To the bless'd Angels, who for me did plain ; 
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" Ye, through Eternity observe your wake ; 

Nought is to you, through sleep or night, unknown, 

What varied course soe'er the world may take. 
Therefore to you with more of heed is shown 

My chiding now ; that he — yon mourner there — 

'Twixt sin, and grief, may fit proportion own. 
'Twas not by virtue of the ruling sphere, 

Which guides each seed to a determin'd end, 

According as the stars joint influence bear, 
But, through the bounteous graces, which descend 

From Heaven above with so productive shower, 

No human eye can ever thither tend, 
That this man was, in life's young vernal hour, 

So made for virtue, that each habit good 

In him had harvest borne with wondrous power : 
But the earth's soil turns more malign, and rude, 

Sown with injurious seed, or cultur'd ill, 

As in its nature more with life endued. 
Him for some time upheld my gracious smile ; 

While by disclosure of mine eyes so fair 

I won him in my steps to walk awhile. 
No sooner stood I on the threshold stair 

Of the new Life, the change from earth to prove ; 

He left me, and transferr'd his choice elsewhere. 
And, when from flesh to spirit rais'd above, 

I shone more holy, deck'd with beauties new, 

Less I became his pleasure, and his love. 
From Truth's sure ways himself he then withdrew, 

To follow fantasies of good, that fly, 

And never, as they promise, render due. 
Vain my attempt, in his behoof, to try 

Dreams, inspirations, other means, as well, 

To lure him home : he nought was mov'd thereby. 
All ways to save him — to such depth he fell — 

Were powerless ; so that nothing serv'd his stead, 

But he must see the reprobate in Hell. 
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For this, I sought the threshold of the dead ; 

And to the Guide, who him thus high has brought, 
My prayers I pour'd, my hitter tears I shed. 

God's Sovereign decree would pass for nought, 
Were Lethe travers'd, were enjoy'd such cheer, 
Such sweet oblivion of all paining thought, 

Without the cost of his repentant tear." 
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" thou, beyond the consecrated stream " — 

Aiming her words with point direct towards me, 
Which, striking sideways, yet so sharp did. seem — 

In sequel she resum'd immediately ; 

" Say, say, is 't true ? With my reproof severe 
'Tis meet thine own confession now agree." 

My mind was all so discomposed in fear, 
That voice, attempting speech, became as dead, 
Ere from the throat articulated clear. 

But brief her pause: "What thinkest thou?" she said: 
" Make now reply ; for thy sad memories 
Not yet are drown'd in Lethe's watery bed." 

Fear, aided by confusion and surprise, 

Forc'd from my lips a " Yes ; " but with assent 
So faint, need was to hear it with the eyes. 

As when, the arrow loos'd, the bow is rent 

From splitting of the cord, and arc o'erstrain'd, 
With slacken'd impetus the shaft is sent ; 

So it befell me, by such censure pain'd : 
Forth tears and sighs gush'd through a channel free, 
And scarce itself my sinking Voice sustain 'd. 
" Mid all my good desires, imbreath'd in thee, 

Wooing thy mind," she said, " to love that good, 
Apart from which none hope a good to see, 
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What fetters, or what hindrances, withstood, 
That thou the cherish'd hope should ever lose 
Of gaining the hright end, thy steps pursued ? 

What soft allurements could the world disclose— 
What hopes, paraded in thy sight, of gain, 
That these, for masters, thou didst fondly choose ? " 

I heav'd another sigh, deep drawn with pain ; 
With voice, not yet recover'd, I replied ; 
My lips scarce helping me to utter plain : 

Weeping I said ; " My steps were turn'd aside 
At sight of present pleasures, falsely shown, 
When death to me thy beauteous face denied." 

Then she ; " If thou wert mute, or didst disown 
The guilt, thy lips confess, it would appear 
In no less light ; of such a Judge 'tis known. 

But, when forth breaks the penitential tear, 
From a soul self-accusing, the sharp blade 
Blunts its keen edge in our judicial sphere. 

Nathless, that thee thy shame may more upbraid, 
For past transgression, and, in coming need, 
That thou, the Siren heard, be firmer stay'd, 

Demit thy load of anguish, and give heed : 
So shalt thou learn, how my sepulchred clay, 
Should well have taught thee quite another rede. 

Nothing in nature, nor in art's display, 
Charm'd thee so well, as those fair limbs, confin'd 
Wherein I liv'd, which now in dust decay. 

But with my death if faded, and declin'd, 

Thy crown of joy, then how could aught mundane 
Have found a spell to fascinate thy mind ? 

Thou shouldst have learnt by the first shaft of pain 
Thy hopes from vanities to raise on high — 
To raise towards me, no more an object vain. 

Thou never shouldst have vail'd the wing, to try 
Some new attractiveness, from damsel fair 
Or other gaud, so soon to shrink, and die* 
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The fledgling twice, or thrice, essays the snare ; 
But, in the presence of the bird fall grown, 
In vain the net, in vain the arrow there." 

As children stand reprov'd, with eyes cast down, 
Tongues mute, still heeding with attentive ear, 
Alive to faults, which they repentant own ; 

So stood I ; and she said ; " Since this to hear 
Grieves thee, uplift thy beard ; and thou shalt find, 
In eyeing it, a grief yet more severe." 

Eesistance less the oak, of sturdy rind, 

Shows to uprooting, from our northern land, 
Or from the Africk shore when sweeps the wind, 

Than shown by me, my chin, at her command, 
Eaising ; and when, for face, she ask'd my beard, 
I came her pointed speech to understand. 

'Twas then I knew, as I my head uprear'd, 
"Wherefore these primal creatures ceas'd to throw 
Their floral sprinkling, as erewhile appear'd ; 

And mine eyes, shrinking still with timorous view, 
Saw Beatrice turn towards the Beast, in one 
Person Divine who joins the natures two. 

Beneath her veil, the verd'rous bank upon, 
She seem'd above her former self to rise, 
As when, on earth, all others she outshone. 

Pangs penitential riv'd me in such wise, 

That in times past what most my love caress'd, 
Now seem'd to be most hateful in mine eyes. 

The fangs of keen remorse so tore my breast, 
O'erpower'd I fell ; what then my state might be, 
She, who occasion gave, must know the best. 

When from the heart return'd life's energy, 
Her I beheld, whom first I met alone, 
Above me ; and she said ; " Cling, cling to me." 

Into the stream, full deep, she plung'd me down, 
Then drew me on behind her, while amain 
Light, as a shuttle flies, she floated on. 
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Nearing the blissful bank, I caught the strain, 
" Asperges me:" the sweetness of its sound, 
Where memory fails, to write must be in vain. 

My head the beauteous Lady folded round 
With arms outspread ; then in the water low 
Plung'd me, when it I drank, as need was found. 

She rais'd me forth, and plac'd me, bathed so, 
Within the dance of the four Damsels there ; 
And o'er me each her mantling arm did throw. 
" Nymphs are we here ; but each on high a star : 
Ere Beatrice to earth came down, were we 
Ordain'd the charge of her handmaids to bear. 

We to her eyes will lead thee ; but the Three 
Yonder, who search, with loftier gifts endued, 
Bliss in those eyes will sharpen thine to see." 

Thus 'gan their song in gratulating mood : 
Then to the Gryphon's breast my steps they led, 
Where Beatrice, with face towards me, stood. 
" Take now full gaze ; grudge not thy sight," they said ; 
" In front of those live emeralds thou art plac'd, 
Whence Love prepar'd the darts, against thee sped. 

Countless desires, than fire more ardent, fast 
A captive bound me to her lustrous eyes, 
Which on the Gryphon, still unmov'd, were cast. 

As in a glass the sun one oft descries, 

So in them mirror'd shone the Bi-form rare, 
Showing, by turns, each shape in proper guise. 

Bethink thee, Beader, of my wondering stare, 
When motionless that form I saw remain, 
And, in its image, changes such appear. 

While thus transported, and in joyous vein, 
My soul was tasting that Celestial food, 
Which, as it sates, fresh hunger stirs again, 

With such deport, as their high order show'd, 
Timing their dance by the Angelic lay, 
The other Three their onward path pursued. 
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And this their song ; " Turn, Beatrice, we pray, 
On thy true liegeman turn those sainted eyes, 
The beacon of his past long weary way ! 

Of thy good grace, be gracious to our cries ; 
To him thy face unveil : now let appear 
Thy second loveliness without disguise." 

living lustre of the Eternal sphere ! 
What bard, grown pale beneath Parnassus' shade, 
"What bard, who ever quaff 'd its fountain clear, 

Had not, o'ertask'd, perceiv'd his genius fade, 
Striving to show thee, as thou wert ; when there 
Under the cope of Angels' songs, blest Maid, 

Thou didst reveal thee in the open air. 
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Mine eyes were so intently rivetted, 
The durance of ten years' long thirst to allay, 
That all my other senses seem'd, as dead. 

Wherefore they form'd on every side a stay 

'Gainst objects from without : the smile Heaven-born 
Thus bound me with its spell, and former sway ; 

When by constraint my face away was torn, 

Towards the left, by those Three handmaids blest — 
" Too fix'd a gaze ! " because I heard them warn. 

As by the solar rays when first opprest, 
The eye its faculty can scarce retain, 
So I, awhile, of sight was dispossest. 

When to less things mine eyes reviv'd— I mean, 
Less things, when noted in comparison 
Of that one greater, whence I turn'd with pain — 

The glorious Eegiment I saw march on, 
On my right hand advancing ; and it now 
Fronted the Seven bright lustres, and the sun. 
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As under shields, their cover from the foe, 
A banner'd host deploys, and man by man 
Each files about, ere the main body go ; 

The squadron thus, that occupied the van, 
Of Heaven's high soldiery, first onward pass'd, 
Before its pole the Car to turn began. 

Then to the wheels the Four their steps retrac'd ; 
And the great Gryphon mov'd the blessed load, 
So softly, not a feather was displac'd. 

The beauteous one, who drew me through the flood, 
Pursued, with Statius, and myself, the Car, 
Where with less arch the wheel its orbit show'd. 

As thus we pass'd the topmost wood, left bare 
Through her, who credited the Serpent's sleight, 
Our steps were tim'd by songs Angelic there. 

Shot from the string, in thrice repeated flight, 
An arrow far might travel, as our way 
Was made, when Beatrice we saw alight. 
" Adam," I heard all with deep murmur say ; 
And then a Tree they circled, of its store 
Flowery despoil'd, and leafy bright array. 

Its bare head, which expanded wide, as more 
It rose in height, would, for the soaring crest, 
Have wonder bred on India's bosky shore. 
" Blessed art thou, whose beak did ne'er divest, 
Gryphon, of fruit this sweetly savouring Tree — • 
Food, found by man so evil to digest." 

This round the rooted plant the Four and Three 
Shouted ; and He, the Bi-form'd Being, cried ; 
" Thus of all good the seed preserv'd must be." 

Then to the Chariot's pole He turn'd aside ; 
And to the bare Tree's foot He drew it nigh, 
And to the parent stock there left it tied. 

As plants on earth, what time the vernal sky 
Sheds beams reviving, with that light combin'd, 
Which the bright glowing Fishes next supply, 
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Swell into bulk, and proper to the kind 
Its colour each renews, before the sun 
Under another star his coursers bind ; 

So now the tree regenerated shone, 
Flowering with more of violet hue than rose, 
Where all, of late, was rifled, and undone. 

My understanding it surpassed, nor knows 
The world a hymn such as they sang ; but stay'd 
My hearing was, nor conscious of its close. 

Gould I pourtray, how in deep sleep were laid, 
Hearing of Syrinx, those despiteous eyne, 
Which for their vigil kept so dearly paid ; 

Like painter, painting after a design, 
Then would I show, how sleep did me surprise : 
Tell it, who can, for no such skill is mine. 

Hence, on I speed to when I op'd mine eyes ; 
And of a light, tearing sleep's veil, I sing, 
And of a. call — " What doest thou ? Arise." 

As, to admire that Tree's fair blossoming, 

With whose ripe fruit Angels would fain be fed, 

In Heaven, whence nuptial joys ne'er ending spring ; 

Peter, and James, and John, apart were led, 
Then lifted from the ground, that Word to hear 
Of greater energy, which woke the dead ; 

And to espy, in that blest conclave there, 
Moses no more ; parted Elias, too ; 
And chang'd the raiment of their Master dear ; 

So I awoke ; and present to my view 
I saw, above me standing, her, the kind 
Conductress, who the river drew me through. 
" Where's Beatrice ? " I ask'd with anxious mind ; 
And she; " Beneath the new-leav'd spreading Tree 
Behold her, at the root, now sit reolin'd. 

Behold, surround her there the Four and Three : 
In the great Gryphon's wake the rest ascend, 
With chaunt of sweeter deeper melody." 
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I know not, if her speech here reach'd its end, 

For within sight now Beatrice I found 

To whose controul my thoughts supremely bend. 
Apart she sat on the denuded ground ; 

There left;, as guardian of the Car to be, 

"Which I had seen to the Bi-form'd one bound. 
The Sisters seven, like a fair crown to see, 

Cluster'd around her, with their lights in hand, 

Alike from Aquiio and Auster free. 
" Brief in this wood thy sojourn, understand : 

Soon shalt thou live my fellow-citizen, 

At Kome — that Borne, where Christ has chief com- 
But, to instruct a world of sinful men, [mand. 

The Car now close observe : what comes in view, 

Write, when to earth return'd, with faithful pen." 
Thus Beatrice ; and I, as servant true, 

Prompt at her feet each mandate to obey, 

My thoughts, and looks, as she desir'd me, drew. 
Never did lightning with such rapid play 

Dart from the cloud condens'd, when from the height 

The most remote it rushes on its way, 
As now Jove's bird descended in my sight 

Sheer on the tree, tearing away the rind ; 

When first destroy'd the flowers, and foliage bright. 
It struck the Car with all its strength, and mind, 

Which, straightway, reel'd; as 'twere a ship distrest, 

Starboard and larboard, by the wave, and wind. 
After I saw into the Chariot blest 

Come leaping a She-Fox, all lank and lean, 

Long time by want of all good food opprest. 
But, as my Lady chode it sore, for mean 

And sordid acts, it stole away with shame, 

Quick, as the bones unflesh'd could flight sustain. 
From the same region, whence before it came, 

I saw into the Car th' Imperial Bird 

Swoop down, and with his feathers clothe the same. 

18 
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Then from on high, as from a heart deep stirr'd 
With grief, a voice saying, " My Vessel dear, 
Oh, what an evil freight is thine t" was heard. 

Beseem'd, the ground then open gap'd, and bare, 
Between the wheels ; and I beheld forth spring 
A Dragon, with his tail who pierc'd the Car. 

And, as a wasp, when it withdraws the stingy . 
So, in his tail clutch'd fast, away he drew 
Part of the floor, and fled with joyous wing. 

The part, remaining still, as shoots anew 
Grass in good soil, with the plumes — giv'n, I ween, 
From motives pure, and with intentions true — 

Again was cover'd ; cover'd, too, were seen 
The pole and wheels ; and all in less time done, 
Than flies the open'd mouth and sigh between. 

The Sacred edifice, thus chang'd anon, 
Push'd Heads from several parts, its structure o'er : 
Three on the pole they were ; on each side, one. 

The first bare Horns, like oxen ; but the Four, 
Show'd on their heads a single Horn uprear'd : 
Monster so strange was ne'er beheld before. 

Firm, as upon a lofty rock, appear'd 
A Harlot on the Chariot, who, barefac'd, 
With looks lasciviously around her leer'd. 

And on her right hand was a Giant plac'd, 
As there to be her guardian ; and the two 
Each other with a frequent kiss embraced. 

But, as her glance with lust's insatiate glow 
Fell on my form, that paramour was seen 
To lash her, head to foot, with ruthless blow. 

Then full of jealousy, and rankling spleen, 
The monster he detach'd, and dragg'd it through 
The forest ; 'till the leaves alone were screen, 

To hide the Harlot, and the Monster new. 
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" Devs, venerunt gentes " in sweet strain 

To chaunt, alternating, now Three, now Four, 
With sad accompaniment of tears, began. 

And Beatrice with lamentations sore 

Stood piteous listening : such her look of woe, 
Not Mary, 'neath the Cross, was alter'd more. 

But from their dirge when th' others ceas'd, that so 
Boom for her voice was yielded, forthwith she 
Bose, and replied with cheeks of fiery glow ; 
" Modicum, et rum videbitis me, 
Et iterum, my sister ever dear, 
Modicum, et vos videbitis me. 11 

Then all the Seven she plac'd in front of her ; 
And me behind her with a signal drew, 
The Lady, and the bard, who still was here. 

So went she forth ; and scarcely to my view 
Ten paces ;in advance her steps were cast, 
"When her. full eyes direct on mine she threw ; 

And with regard compos'd, " Make better haste," 
She said, " that when thee I address, thereby 
Thou be, to hear, more to advantage plac'd." 

When I had duteously approach'd her nigh, 
" Brother, why now to question me delay, 
Since we together wend in company ? " 

Like those, an over-reverence who betray, 
Speaking in presence of some mighty man, 
So that expression scarcely finds a way, 

I then became : with faltering I began [Dame, 

Speech, but half heard ; " My wants, gracious 
And what can best supply them, thou dost scan." 
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And she to me ; " Of terror, and of shame, 
I will that thou divest thee ; so no more 
To talk, like one, in a bewildering dream. 

Know, that the Vessel, which the serpent tore, 
Was, and is not : but be the spoiler ware — 
Nought charms the vengeance, that God keeps in store. 

The Bird, who gave his feathers to the Car, 
Whereof 'twas made a Monster, then a prey, 
Shall not for ever mourn for lack of heir. 

For clearly I behold, and therefore say, 
The stars are now conjoining, to draw on 
A time, that none can hinder, none delay, 

When by Five Hundred, ten, and five, made known, 
One, sent of God, the Harlot-thief shall kill, 
That Giant, too, the partner of her throne. 

But, if my dark presaging note of ill, 

Like Sphinx and Themis, less belief should. gain, 
As theirs was wont dim notions to instil ; 

Facts soon shall prove the Laiads, to explain ; 
These will the intricate enigma clear, 
No cost incurr'd of cattle, nor of grain. 

Mark, and, distinctly as my words thou hear, 
So teach them faithfully to living men, 
Whose life to death is but a fleet career. 

And mindful be, that thy recording pen 
Ne'er silent pass, nor slur, that holy Tree, 
Which now thine eyes have twice dismantled seen ; 

The which who spoils, or rends, with blasphemy 
Of impious act offends the Lord supreme, 
Who made it Sacred to Himself to be ; 

Its taste forbidden caus'd in pain extreme 

Adam, five thousand years, and more, to pine, 
While waiting for the Saviour to redeem. 

Thy reason sleeps, if failing to divine 
The signal motive, why the Tree attain'd 
Such altitude, and rose in such a line. 
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And, if within thee vain thoughts had not reign'd, 
Hardening, as Elsa's wave ; nor pleasures wrought, 
As Pyramus the mulberry distain'd ; 

Thee would such mighty acts alone have taught, 
How strict the interdict Divine doth bind, 
And with what moral truth the Tree is fraught. 

But, as I see thee petrified in mind, 

And sullied, too, with sin's obscuring stain, 
So that my words thy blunted vision blind ; 

I further will, should these unwrit remain, 
Yet that thou clear display them, as the sign 
Of cinctur'd staff, that marks the palmer- train." 

Then I ; "As wax receiveth line for line, 
Making the impress live unchang'd, and true, 
So on my brain is seal'd thy speech divine. 

But tell me, wherefore thus beyond my view 
Thy dear discourse, so long desir'd, soars high, 
Me failing most, when most I it pursue ?" 
" 'Tis so," she said, " that thou mayst well descry 

The School, which thou hast follow 'd — that its creed 
Lags slow behind my blest philosophy. 

'Tis so, that thou mayst all the distance heed, 
From the Divine, which parts your doctrine, wide 
As earth from that high Heaven, of swiftest speed." 
" I cannot well remember," I replied, 

" That aught beguiTd me e'er thy ways to leave ; 
Nor feel I for such fault my conscience chide." 
" An if to thee no such remembrance cleave," 
Smiling she answer'd, "yet recall to mind, 
How thou this day hast drunk of Lethe's wave : 

And, if from smoke a present fire we find, 
From thy forgetfulness be now inferr'd 
Fault of thy will, to other loves inclin'd. 

Henceforth, forsooth, of mystery shall be clear'd 
My speech, that so thy mind incult may trace 
The sense, as need requireth, soon as heard." 



278 THE PURGATORIO. 

Now with more brilliancy, at slower pace, 
The solar orb held the meridian sky, 
Diversely seen, as seen from change of place ; 

When the Seven halting stood ; as halts the spy, 
In front of trooping pilgrims onward sped, 
If, on his way, aught new arrests the eye. 

'Twas at the end of a grove pale and dead, 

As 'neath green leaves, and boughs of sable hue, 
O'er the chill stream an Alpine shade is spread ; 

Before them Tigris, and Euphrates, too, 
Methought I saw rise from one fontal vein ; 
Then lingering part, as part companions true. 
" light, glory of the tribes of men, 

What river this, that spatiates here, declare, 
First from one source, and self-divided then." 

The answer follow'd quick mine earnest prayer ; 
" To tell thee, ask Matilda : " then replied, 
As one, from blame who hastes himself to clear, 

The beauteous Lady ; " This and more, beside, 
I well have told him ; and I know, right sure, 
That these he ne'er has lost in Lethe's tide." 

And Beatrice ; " Some grief more hard to cure, 
Oft wont of memory to bereave, may be, 
The vision of his mind makes thus obscure. 

But yonder, streaming thence, see Eunoe : 
Thither him lead, and wake to life Divine 
His half-dead sense : such task belongs to thee." 

Like a dear soul, wont never to decline 
Another's will, her own to make it glad, 
No sooner known by some external sign, 

With her fair hands on mine, the beauteous Maid 
Stepp'd forward ; and with winning female grace 
Accosting Statius, " Thou too come," she said. 

Reader, had I a remnant yet of space, 

Fain would I sing, as best in verse I might, 

Of that sweet wave, that ne'er my thirst could chase. 
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But, since my numbers all are told aright, 
For this, my second Strain, in order due, 
Poetick rule stays here my willing flight. 

From the most holy wave my steps I drew, 
Re-made ; as when a plant reviv'd appears, 
Fresh with a tender leaf, and verdure new, 

Bo pure I rose, and ready for the stars. 
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CANTO I. 

The Glory of Him, who moveth all in all, 
Pervades the universe, and light displays 
In beams, that here and there unequal fall. 

I was where most in Heaven His splendours blaze. 
And things I saw, beyond bis telling, who 
To earth comes down from such unearthly gaze : 

Because, when near its chief desire to know, 
Man's intellect is lost in thoughts so high, 
That thither back remembrance cannot go. 

Yet, in good sooth, what best my memory 
Has treasur'd of the holy Eealm Divine 
Fit matter to my song shall now supply. 

On my last toil, good Apollo, shine ; 
Make me so full a vessel of thy might, 
As asks thy laurel dear, that it be mine. 

Thus far has me suffic'd a single height 
Of the Parnassian Mount ; but now my lyre 
Needeth them both for my remaining flight. 

Come thou within my breast ; such grace inspire, 
As when thou didst, for his aspiring vain, 
Drag Marsyas naked from his skin's attire. 
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Virtue divine, if thou such help wilt deign, 
That of the Blessed Kingdom seen may be 
Some shadowy type, as trac'd upon my brain, 

Thou shalt behold me come to thy dear tree, 
And crown me then with those triumphant bays, 
By my great theme made worthy, and by thee. 

Father, so seldom now are gather'd these 
To honour Poet, and Imperial Sire, — 
The fault and shame of man's degenerate ways — 

That the Peneian wreath may well inspire 
With gladness the glad Delphic Deity, 
When any to the lofty meed aspire. 

After small spark a mighty flame we see : 

Some worthier voice, succeeding mine may rise 
That Cirrha to its prayer responsive be. 

Ascends at different points to mortal eyes 

The Lamp, illuming the wide world ; but where 
The threefold cross with circles four allies, 

With milder course it blends, and star more fair 
Propitious : on the earthen wax is laid 
The genial stamp of its well-temper'd air. 

The morn was there ; the eve was well-nigh made 
Here by its transit : all that globous side 
Shone bright with day, while here 'twas sunk in shade : 

When towards the left I Beatrice descried 
Turn round, and on the sun unflinching gaze : 
No eagle e'er its brightness so defied. 

And, as the second beam itself displays, 
Keflected from the first, in upward flight ; 
Like pilgrim yearning to retrace his ways ; 

So, passing through her eyes, in image bright, 
Such virtue me possess'd, like her I stood, 
Viewing the sun beyond all mortal might. 

Much here is shown, which to our sense allow'd 
Is not on earth : such privilege we owe 
To the first chosen seat of man's abode. 
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I gaz'd not long, and yet so long, that now 
I saw around a radiance flashing high, 
Like iron in the fusing furnace glow. 

Day to the day seem'd added suddenly, 
Doubling the light ; as if th' Omnipotent 
Had fram'd a second sun to deck the sky. 

Stood Beatrice with looks all full intent 
Upon the wheels Eternal ; and mine eyes 
On hers were fix'd, no longer heavenward bent. 

By her aspect I chang'd me ; in such wise 

As Glaucus prov'd the tasted herb, from whence 
One he became with the sea-deities. 

How human turns to super-human sense, 

Words cannot tell : then let this instance those 
Suffice, for whom Grace keeps th' experience. 

Thou knowest, Love, that dost the heavens dispose, 
If, thus transform' d by Thee, the same I still 
Bemain'd ; for by Thy light I guided rose. 

When the rotation, to Thy blessed Will 
Fram'd ever to conform, attracted me 
By its harmoniousness and measur'd thrill ; 

Then, by the sun illum'd, Heaven's canopy 

Meseem'd so wide dispread, that ne'er was found 
Lake swoln, by rain or flood, to such degree. 

The light intense, the strangeness of the sound, 
So kindled my desire the cause to learn, 
Such keen impatiency I ne'er have own'd. 
She, who saw me, as I myself discern, 
Hence, in her speed my mind perplex'd to stay, 
Thus, ere I ask'd, made to my wish return ; 
" With false imagination's vain display 

Thou so dost clog thee, that thou canst not see 
What, else, were clear, if cast these mists away. 
Not, as thou weenest, on the earth are we : 
No lightning from its seat descended e'er 
Bapid, as thou to Heaven didst mount with me." 
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If through her few sweet words, her smile so fair, 
By my first doubt I felt no more distrest, 
Yet a new doubt did me the more ensnare. 

I spake; " From this great wonderment I rest 
Believ'd ; yet wonder still — how could I rise 
Above these lighter bodies — fills my breast." 

A sigh first heav'd compassionate, her eyes 
Towards me she bent ; as mothers in their love 
Behold the child, that in delirium lies : 

Then spake ; " All things beneath, all things above, 
Keep order relative ; and thus to God, 
Through the whole universe, their likeness prove. 

Hence unto those, with intellect endow'd, 

Known His Eternal Power ; hence gain'd the end, 
Wherefore this order was devis'd for good. 

By this same law inclin'd, all natures tend, 
Though, in their essences, diverse ; as they 
To their Prime Cause are near, or farther wend. 

Hence they direct to different ports their way 
Through the vast sea of Being : each its own 
Instinct the proper end to reach doth sway. 

This steers the course of fire towards the moon ; 
This gives man's heart a vital power to move ; 
This binds the earth, and holds it fast in one. 

Creatures, devoid of reason, no less prove 
The vigorous shaft of this far-reaching bow, 
Than those, possest of intellect and love. 

God's Providence, that all things orders so, 
That Heaven keeps ever in His own calm light, 
"Where, next, the swiftest sphere revolves below. 

And thither now, as to our destin'd site, 
The virtue of that bow-string bears us high, 
To a fit end which guides the shaft aright, 

Truth is, as oft the form unhappily 
Shows counter to th' artistical design, 
Because the matter cares not to comply, 
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E'en so, at times, from this celestial line 
The creature swerves, who yet to will is free, 
And, if so prompted, elsewhere can decline ; — 

As from the cloud when the fire-flash we see 
Down falling — if to earth man's first good will, 
Misled by pleasures false, depressed may be. 

Thy soaring upward thee no more should fill 
With wonder, well I judge, than when a stream 
Seeks the low flat beneath the sloping hill. 

As great a marvel it would be, I deem, 
Wert thou, an agent free, down to remain, 
As a live flame, yet still inert, would seem : " 

This said, her eyes to Heaven she rais'd again. 



-*o«- 



CANTO II. 

ye, in little bark who follow near 
My vessel, as she onwards ploughs the main, 
Wafted with holy song, ye fain would hear, 

Turn, your own native shores to see again : 
Dare not the ocean deep ; lest, haply, ye, 
My guidance lost, a refuge seek in vain. 

Yet unattempted is my voyage ; but me 
Pallas inspires ; Apollo points the way ; 
And Muses Nine give me the Bears to see. 

Ye other few, who, in good time of day, 
Have rais'd you to that Angels' Bread, whereon 
Man liveth, though his want it ne'er can stay, 

Are well prepar'd the venturous course to run 
O'er the salt sea ; still kept my furrow true, 
Cut in the wave, that closes quick anon. 

Those mariners to Colchos, glorious crew, 
Felt not, as ye will feel, so vast surprise, 
When Jason at the plough first met their view. 
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The soul's thirst increate, that never dietf, 

For God's own blessed Kealm, us onward took, 
Swift, very nigh, as roll the fleeting skies. 

Above look'd Beatrice : on her my look 

Bested : then, chance, no longer than delays 
The loosen'd arrow, ere the mark is struck, 

I found me, where a marvel forc'd my gaze 
All to itself; then she, my Lady dear, 
Who knew my every thought and all my ways, 

Said turning to me, glad, as she was fair, 
" Now unto God thy thanks internal pay, 
By whom up-borne we reach the nearest Star." 

Meseem'd, a mantling cloud around us lay, 
Translucent, dense, solid, and perfect white, 
Like diamond, smitten with the solar ray. 

Into itself, the pearl for ever bright 

Beceiv'd us ; as the watery depth receives, 
Without dissevering, a beam of light. 

If I was flesh ; if here no mind conceives, 
One substance how a second can contain, 
When body into body interweaves ; 

With warmer zeal our hearts should strive to scan 
That Essence, which reveals the mystery — how 
God in one Person joins Himself to man. 

This, which not prov'd, by faith we hold below, 
Shall to our sight at once be self-display'd ; 
As by believing a first truth we know. 
" Lady, with all my heart," I answer made, 

With all my strength glad thanks to him I pay, 
Who from the mortal world has me convey'd. 

But what these spots obscure, be pleas'd to say, 
Trac'd on this orb, the which, down yonder there, 
Move tongues of Cain to talk in fabling way ? " 

She smil'd some little, and then spake ; " If err 
Opinions among men accounted wise, 
When sense withholds the key-interpreter, 
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Sure, thou shouldst feel no arrow of surprise 
Wound thee ; thou know'st, that reason lags behind, 
Short- wing'd, where sense alone a guide supplies. 

But, tell me, what th' impression of thy mind ? " 
" To bodies rare and dense," I straight replied, 
" These spots I trace ; nor other cause can find." 

Then she ; " Thy faith involv'd in error's tide 
Thou clearly shalt perceive, if well thou hear 
What now I argue on the adverse side. 

Lights many shine down from the Eighth high sphere, 
Which, varied in their aspects to the eye, 
Both as to size and radiancy, appear. 

If rare and dense caus'd the diversity, 
On all would rest a single power alone, 
Apportioned, more or less, in each degree. 

But different powers must spring, as all will own, 
From formal principles : yet these destroyed 
Would by thy reasoning be, excepting one. 

Again, if rarity the cause supplied 

Of these dark stains, whence spring thy doubts anew, 
Then, or in parts this planet must be void 

Throughout of bulk ; or, as, in truth, we view 
The fat in bodies blended with the lean, 
So this, like parchment leaves, would change its hue. 

If true the one, it would be fully seen : 
For, in the sun's eclipse, his darting ray 
Would pass, as other gaps it shoots between. 

But 'tis not so : hence to thy other way 
We now attend : this if we frustrate too, 
Thy notion will its lack of truth betray. 

If the void traverse not the moon quite through, 
Sure, at some point the fissure must be stay'd ; 
And there the light can never pierce, we know. 

The sun reflected must be there displayed, 
As colour through a glass a transit gains, 
E'en to the back within, with lead o'erlaid. 

10 
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But thou mayst say, that these obscuring stains 
Show, beyond th' other parts, a darksome ground, 
Since further back the reflex beam remains. 

To this objection answer may be found, 
If to experience thou art wise to go, 
The fount, from whence all streams of art abound. 

Three mirrors thou shalt take : like distant two 
Place from thyself ; a third more far away 
Between each glass, extending to thy view. 

Behind thee, and towards thee, if thou lay 
A light, the which on these shall clearly shine, 
And on thee render back its gather'd ray, 

Although the hindermost in lesser line 

Strike on thine eye, yet shalt thou clear behold 
Equal the brightness of the mirrors trine. 

As when the solar heat, the earthen mould 

Smiting, relieves the cumbrous weight of snow — 
Its whiteness gone, and all its former cold — 

So would I now thy mind disburden too ; 
And then a vivid light diffuse around, 
Bright, as a star, thee living truth to show. 

Of peace Divine beneath the Empyreal round 
A sphere is turn'd, and by its single might 
Is mov'd whate'er in its vast range is found. 

The next encircling Heaven, all starry bright, 
To essences diverse its life doth lend, 
Which, though distinct, yet in itself unite. 

The other rolling spheres their powers extend, 
Each in a several way ; so as to prove 
Best suited to secure its aim and end. 

These organs of the worlds great body move, 
As now thou seest them, in gradation clear : 
Each sheds below what it receives above. 

The method well observe, I follow here, 
To teach what thou desirest ; that thou go 
Henceforth unaided, and the ford keep near. 
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Motion and virtue to the spheres below, 
As from the chisel's work the hand we tell, 
Must from some Angel-inspiration flow. 

And the next Heaven, with stars bedeck'd, as well, 
Eeceives like impress from the Mind profound ; 
Hence it rotates, and then becomes the seal. 

And, as the soul in mortal frame is bound 
By means of divers members, and assign'd 
To each an agency distinct is found, 

JSo here 'mong divers orbs the Sovran Mind 
His goodness spreads at large ; yet still the same 
Abides, in His own Unity confin'd. 

A different power impregns each different frame : 
This generates a life, not otherwise, 
Than with your life, which by conjunction came. 

From the boon nature glad, that gave it rise, 

Shines through the sphere that Power, co-mingling 
As gladness through the pupil of the eyes. [bright, 

And hence the difference comes 'tween light and light, 
As we behold, and not from dense and rare : 
This is the formal cause : from hence the might 

Creative, and for good, of dark and clear." 
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That Sun, which first with love my bosom fir'd, 
By proof, and by disproof, now me had shown 
Truth's aspect sweet, in beauteous garb attir'd ; 

And I, mine error to confess, and own 
My mind now well assur'd, as justly due, 
The head erect had rais'd, to make it known : 

When Lo, a vision, to itself that drew 

My full regard, and so possess'd me quite ; 

That from my thought straight my confession flew. 
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As in a glass transpicuously bright, 
Or, chance, in water limpid and serene, 
Yet not of depth its bed to hide from sight, 

Our lineaments reflected faint are seen — 
So faint, that scarce a pearl with feebler ray, 
On a fair forehead set, displays its sheen — 

Faces I many saw : eager were they 

To speak : and so, counter to what did blind 
Him of the fount, my fancy went astray. 

The moment I perceiv'd them, in my mind 
Deeming them persons, in a mirror shown, 
Each to identify, I look'd behind ; 

Yet nothing saw ; I turn'd me, thereupon, 

Fronting my Guide belov'd, whose saintly eyes 
Still, as she smil'd, a double beauty won. 
(t Let not," to me she said, " this thee surprise : 
'Twas at thy childish notion that I smil'd, 
That yet on nothing durable relies, 

But rests, as wont, on vacancy beguiTd : 

True substances are these, thou dost discern, 
Here for unpaid religious vows exil'd. 

Address them, hear them speak, believe and learn ; 
For truth's glad light, wherein all joy they find, 
Forbids them ever from itself to turn." 

Then to the Shade, which look'd the most inclin'd 
To parley with me, I began, as one, 
From wish o'erstrain'd who scarce can vent his mind. 
" spirit Elect, who in the gladsome Sun 
Of everlasting Life, that bliss dost prove, 
The which, untasted, can be known of none, 

To learn thy name, and what thy state above, 
Will please me much, if these thou wilt declare : " 
Whence she, compliant, and with smiles of love ; 
" An upright wish our charity can ne'er 

Exclude ; for so His grace it would deny, 

Who wills His courtiers should His likeness bear. 
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A virgin- votress in the world was I ; 

And, if thou scan me close, though I appear 
In glory chang'd more beauteous, yet thine eye 

In me Piccarda will discover clear ; 

Who, plac'd together with these spirits blest, 
Am blessed in this low and tardiest sphere. 

The pure affections, which in every breast 
With gladness of the Holy Spirit glow, 
Herein rejoice, that we are His profest. 

And this our state in a gradation low 
Well is awarded us, because not right, 
Nor fully, was perform'd our Sacred vow." 

Then I to her ; " Something Divinely bright — 
I know not what — illumes your alter'd face, 
Strange to my former well-remember'd sight. 

My recognition, hence, was slack of pace ; 
But now thy words assist me, that more clear, 
And easily, thy person I retrace. 

But say, ye blessed, who inhabit here, 
Desire ye not a place more highly blest, 
Him more to see, His love to prove more near ?" 

At first she gently smil'd, as smil'd the rest, 
And then so brimming full of joy replied, 
That the prime Love seem'd in her looks exprest. 

Brother, our wills with full content abide 
In that sweet Love, that stays our whole desire 
On what we have, and thirsts for nought beside. 

Had we a wish to be promoted higher, 

Maugre His Will, who sets us here to dwell, 
Our hearts in disobedience would aspire. 

This thou dost know a thing not possible ; 
For in His Love our being have we here : 
And, if Love's quality thou ponder well, 

The very essence of our halcyon sphere 
Keeps us for ever to His Will confin'd ; 
W r e all thus live in one volition dear. 
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Therefore, as steps from heaven to heaven we find, 
Throughout this realm, the realm entire is glad ; 
As glad the King, who shapes us to His mind. 

And in His Will our peace is surely laid : 
He is that Ocean, .whither all repair — 
Things by Himself, or things by nature made." 

Then saw I, of a truth, how everywhere 
All Paradise is one delightsome seat, 
Though not alike all the Chief Goodness share. 

As when it haps, that sated with one meat 
Our appetite another craves anon — 
For this we ask, for that our thanks repeat — 

So in mine act and word it now was shown : 
Fain would I know what was the web, which she 
Left on the shuttle, ere the thread was spun. 
" The merit of a perfect life more high 

Enshrines," she said, " a lady veil'd, and drest, 
Under whose Eule on earth the sisters lie ; 

That unto death they so may watch and rest 
With that pure Spouse, who will each vow repay, 
By love conform'd to His endear'd behest. 

Youthful the world I fled, to bear her sway, 
And hid me in the garb of sisterhood, 
With promise to observe her saintly way. 

But men, to ill more custom'd than to good, 
Tore me by force from that sweet cloister dear : 
God knoweth of my life what then ensued. 

This other Splendour, too, that shineth here 
On my right hand, whose glory to display 
Forth blazes all the lustre of our sphere, 

Takes to herself what of myself I say : 
A sister she, from whom alike was ta'en 
The veil, upon her brow that shadowing lay. 

But to the world since she was brought again 
Maugre her will, maugre all usage right, 
She still unloosened kept the veil within. 
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Of the great Constance this the glorious light, 
Of Suabia's house, who by the second pride 

• The third conceiv'd ; the last, to wield his might." 

Thus she address'd me : then the Heavenly bride 
"Ave Maria" sang ; and with that song 
Vanish'd, as bodies through deep waters glide. 

Mine eyes, which trac'd her in pursuit, so long 
As power remained, when lost the latest view, 
Turn'd where attractive power I felt more strong ; 

And all intent to Beatrice they drew ; 

But in my face she flash'd such lightning-fire, 
I brook'd not at the first her lustre new ; 

And hence arose my slowness to inquire. 



CANTO IV. 

Seated between two meats, which equally 
Tempt appetite, alike both plac'd him near, 
One, left to choose, before he tastes, might die : 

So 'tween two fierce and hunger'd wolves, in fear 
Of both alike, a lamb would bide ; and so 
Would bide a dog, between two tender deer. 

Hence, in my silence, nought to blame I know, 
With doubts of equal weight upon me laid ; 
Nor claim I praise, since thus constraint to do. 

Silence I kept ; but, in my looks betray'd, 

Spake strong desire : and thus my suit was told 
More forcibly, than if by words convey'd. 

Did Beatrice what Daniel did of old, 

Calming th' Assyrian monarch's fury blind, 
Which rag'd beyond all justice, uncontroul'd. 
" Well I observe," she said, " how goad thy mind 
Two wishes to inquire : within, a pain 
So cramps thee, that no outlet speech can find. 
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Thou pleadest thus ; ' If but good will remain, 
What reason suffers, that external force 
Should make me merit less, and less obtain ? ' 

Thou doubtest, too — whether with backward course 
Unbodied spirits seek the starry sky ; 
As Plato taught, and rul'd in his discourse. 

These are the problems, which weigh equally 
Distressful on thy mind : I to that one, 
Most fraught with virulence, first make reply. 

That Seraph, nearest to the Sovereign throne, 
Moses, and Samuel, and, if thou please, 
Without excepting Mary, say St. John, 

Hold not in other Heaven their proper place, 
As parted from the souls, thou late didst spy ; 
Nor is their time of less, or longer, space : 

But the Empyreal sphere all beautify ; 

And feeling, more or less, th' Eternal glow, 
Eeceive proportionate their joy's supply. 

Here they are shown ; but not, because thus low 
Determin'd is to them this Lunar sphere ; 
But lowest their estate in Heaven to show. 

Thus to your mind 'tis needful to speak clear ; 
For only what by sense is felt, or seen, 
Can matter to the mind administer. 

Wherefore, to your capacity, I ween, 

The Scripture stoops ; and hence to God applies 
Corporeal parts, though this it doth not mean. 

Hence, Holy Church presents in human guise 
Gabriel and Michael to your mortal view ; 
And th' Angel, who restor'd Tobias' eyes. 

That, which of souls Timaeus argues, too, 
Bears not resemblance to what here we see ; 
Since, as he says, he seems to hold it true. 

To its own star the soul reverts, saith he, 
In his belief, that Nature it had brought 
Of the material mould the life to be. 



CANTO IV. 297 

Perhaps amiss his words unfold his thought ; 
And their significance may differ quite, 
Speaking a fact, not to be set at nought. 

If this he means, that to these wheels of light 
Hereby reverteth honour due, or blame, 
His bow the truth may in a measure smite. 

This doctrine, misinterpreted, o'ercame 

Well-nigh the world : the planets, hence, of Jove, 
Of Mars, of Mercury, deriv'd their name. 

That other doubt, which doth thy spirit move, 
Is less pernicious ; for its venom ne'er 
Between us can a cause of severance prove. 

That here God's Justice should unjust appear 
In sight of mortal men, doth not imply 
A wicked heresy, but faith sincere. 

But that this truth your intellectual eye 

May pierce well through, and without shadow read, 
Thy wish with full content I now supply. 

If violence be, when with a wicked deed 
The sufferer, forc'd, reluctantly complies ; 
This never, for excuse, these souls can plead. 

For will, unwilling, ne'er quite passive lies ; 
But struggles, as by nature fire, in spite 
Of countless obstacles, still seeks the skies. 

Hence, more or less, as will submits to might, 
It yields assent ; and these th' occasion had 
Back to their sacred home to bend their flight. 

But, had immovably their will been stay'd, 
Like that of Laurence on the burning coal, 
Or, as when Mutius his burnt hand display'd ; 

It would have thrust them, when beyond controul, 
Back to the cell they left compelled ; but rare, 
Most rare is found such constancy of soul. 

These words of mine, if, as 'tis meet, thou bear 
Them well in mind, will prove that reasoning vain, 
Which, else, had caus'd thee much perplexing care. 



298 THE PARADISO. 

Yet does a dubious thought thy mind restrain, % 

Thwarting thy sight ; a thought, which thou alone 

Couldst not escape without much toil and pain. 
Certes, to thee this thought I have made known, 

That no blest spirit can the truth betray, 

Since dwelling ever near its primal throne. 
And yet this didst thou hear Piccarda say ; 

That Constance to her veil in love kept true : 

So that my words she seemeth to gainsay. 
Brother, it frequently will happen so, 

That man, a coming danger to elude, 

Unwillingly doth what he should not do. 
Alcmaeon thus, when by the prayer subdued 

Of his own father, did his mother kill, 

And, to be pitiful, no pity show'd. 
This point consider well : mixture of will 

Ever is found in violence ; thereby 

Prov'd inexcusable are deeds of ill. 
Will absolute with wrong can ne'er comply ; 

So far consenting only, as in dread 

Of some far weightier blow, should it deny. 
But, when Piccarda thus to speak is led, 

She means will absolute ; whereas, I mean 

That other will : both ways the truth is said." 
Such was the streaming of the waters sheen, 

Fresh from the fount of Truth for ever clear ; 

Thus both my doubts were solv'd in peace serene. 
" lov'd of the first Lover, Lady dear, 

Godlike," I said, " whose words revive in me 

New warmth of life, whose showers refresh and cheer ; 
Not yet my feeling soul that high degree 

Has reach'd, which equal thanks for grace supplies : 

May He, who sees, who can, my surety be ! 
Now well I learn, that nothing satisfies 

Our intellect, if Truth be wanting there — 

Truth, stray'd from which the world in error lies. 
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In Truth, as beast of prey within his lair, 
Man findeth rest ; and all may truth attain : 
Else, were each wish of ours an empty care. 

Doubt at the foot of truth springs up amain, 
As suckers from a tree ; 'tis Nature, so 
That stirs us, stage by stage, the top to gain. 

Wherefore, more prompt more venturous I grow, 
Lady, to ask thee with respect profound 
Touching another truth, full hard to know. 

Say, for deficient vows can man compound 
By substitution of some other good, 
Not wanting in your equal balance found ? " 

Her bright eyes fasten'd on me, Beatrice stood — 
Eyes, that so steep'd in love Divinely shone, 
O'erpower'd I turn'd away with sight subdued, 

And well-nigh lost I cast my looks adown. 
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" If with the flames of love on thee I gaze, 
Beyond whate'er is seen on earth below, 
And thus o'erpower thee with my dazzling rays, 

Peel no surprise : of perfect vision know 
This the effect : as good it finds above, 
So in that good its fires intenser glow. 

Already I perceive thy mind to prove 

The entering light of Heaven's Eternal day, 
The which alone, once seen, wakes endless love. 

And, if aught else your love should steal away, 
'Tis but of this original a trace, 
Feebly discern'd, as with transmitted ray. 

Can other, service well supply the place — 
Thou fain wouldst learn — of a deficient vow, 
So that the conscience still abide in peace." 
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This Canto Beatrice pre-ambled so, 
And like a man, who speaks, but pauses ne'er, 
Pursued her holy strain with ready flow. 
" The greatest gift, that God with bounteous care 
Gave to created man, above the rest 
Most like His goodness, to Himself most dear, 

Was freedom of the will in every breast : 
All beings, which He form'd intelligent, 
Alone were then, and now, of this possest. 

Thou wilt discover from this argument 
A vow's intrinsic worth, when order'd so, 
That God, and man, on either part, consent. 

Because, in every thus contracted vow, 
A sacrifice of this free gift; is made, 
I speak of : this the act itself doth show. 

How then, if broken, can it be repaid ? 

To use, though well, what is no more thine own, 
Is, piously, another's right to invade. 

The chiefest point to thee is now made known : 
But Holy Church grants a release : this may 
Seem adverse to the truth, I here have shown. 

Thou at the board yet longer time must stay ; 

That the strong food, thou hast receiv'd, may gain 
Help for digestion, and support convey. 

Open thy mind to what I clear explain : 
Store it within thee : for we nothing know, 
If what is learnt we care not to retain. 

In this same sacrificial act are two 
Essentials requisite : the matter, one ; 
And th' other, call'd the compact of the vow. 

This last is never cancelTd, until done : 
Respecting it, in language so precise 
I have discours'd, and all its merit shown. 

The Hebrews, therefore, brought a sacrifice 
By strict command ; and yet exchanges made, 
Did, in their case, as thou dost know, suffice. 
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Th' other, the matter, as to thee display'd, 
May still be such, as 'twould no error be, 
By other matter were it well repaid. 

But none the burden, by himself set free, 
Must from his shoulder take ; unless he gain 
Leave from the white, and from the yellow Key. 

Consider, too, all commutation vain, 

Unless to that releas'd the thing supplied 
Be, as a sixth, which does the four contain. 

Therefore, whatever, by the substance tried, 
So weighs, that every balance sinketh low, 
Can ne'er by aught, instead, be satisfied. 

Never in jest let mortals make a vow : 

Be faithful ; not like Jephthah, rash, and blind, 
In his first largess, when o'ercome the foe ; 

Who ought to have confess'd his sottish mind, 
Bather than heighten guilt, his vow when paid : 
Like folly in the Grecian chief we find : 

Hence, her sweet prime Iphigenia sad 

Bewail' d : to mourn wise and unwise were seen, 
Told of the offering made, so fell and mad. 

Christians, more prudently yourselves demean : 
Be ye not feathers, sport of every breeze ; 
Nor fondly think, all waters make you clean. 

Both Testaments ye have ; ye have, with these, 
The Pastor of the Church, your Heavenly guide ; 
Let this suffice, to cure your soul's disease. 
Should evil lust cry out, to turn you aside, 
Be men; not beasts, with treason unendued ; 
For so your neighbour Jew might well deride. 

Be not the lamb, her mother's milky food 

Who leaves, for pastime-sake, to frisk, and fight 
With her own shadow in a wanton mood." 
Thus Beatrice to me, e'en as I write : 

Then turn'd she round, all beaming with desire, 
To where th' awaken'd globe most shone in light. 
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Her will declared, her chang'd aspect of fire, 
Me, in my anxious longing, silent made, 
On other points still eager to inquire. 

As, ere the throbbing of the string be stay'd, 
The arrow strikes upon the mark, so we 
High to the Second Kingdom were convey'd. 

And such I saw my Lady's holy glee, 

That, as she plung'd into that shining sphere, 
The planet shone, more brilliant yet to see. 

And, if thus beautified the smiling star, 

How then was I transform'd, whose body and mind 
To all vicissitudes subjected are ? 

As, in a clear and tranquil lake confin'd, 
Fishes to those, come from without, draw nigh, 
Judging, perhaps, their pasture now to find : 

So Splendours, more than thousand, did I spy 
Us near approaching ; and from each I heard : 
" See, cometh one, our loves, to multiply ! " 

And then, as each his course towards us steer'd, 
A spirit, impregn'd with every joy within, 
As trac'd in his forth-issuing light, appeared. 

Think, Header, think, if what I here begin 
Were suddenly cut off, how wouldst thou yearn 
Some further knowledge of these saints to win ! 

Thou, of thyself, mayst now the fervour learn 
Of my desiring their estate to he«r, 
When once the persons I could well discern. 
" soul ! to whom 'tis giv'n, elect and dear, 
Th' Eternal thrones triumphal to espy, 
Unfinish'd yet thy warring life's career, 

We with that Light, which permeates the sky, 
Are here enkindled : if then thou desire 
To borrow of our light, take free supply." 

These words from one amid the sainted quire 
Eeach'd me ; and then, from Beatrice : " Now speak, 
And speak, as unto gods, with trust entire." 
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" I clearly note how thou thy nest dost make 

In light thine own ; such, as thine eyes display, 
When forth in smiles of joy its flashes break. 

Yet thou art strange to me ; nor can I say, 
Why, worthy soul, thou dost possess this sphere, 
Most hid from mortals by the solar ray." 

Thus to the Lustre spake I, drawing near, 
The first to greet me ; who, on this, became 
Far brighter than, before, he did appear. 

As, through excess of glare, within its frame 
' The sun retreats, when the deep misty shade 
Melts into air, beneath its rising flame ; 

So, while the saintly form new joy display'd, 
Himself he veiTd, the ambient rays within ; 
Thus shrouded, a reply in words he made, 

With which the following Canto will begin. 
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" After great Constantine the Eagle bare 

Against the solar course, which he, of yore, 
Follow'd direct, who won Lavinia fair ; 

The Bird of Jove, two hundred years and more, 
' On the remotestverge of Europe stay'd, 
Near to its native home, the mountain shore. 

And there, beneath its sacred winged shade, 
Govern'd the world ; until its Empire came 
By me, in due transmission, to be sway'd. 

Caesar I was ; Justinian now I am : 
The legal code I purg'd entire ; as led 
By the First Love, which me doth now inflame. 

Ere to the mighty task I gave full heed, 
'Twas my belief, that there was one alone 
Nature in Christ : me well suffic'd this creed. 
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But Agapetus, seated on the throne, 
. High Priest, by his discourse, and holy way, 
Taught me the Faith, pure and unblam'd, to own. 

Him I believ'd ; and what he then did say 
Now see I clear ; in every opposite, 
As thou beholdest well a yea, and nay. 

When by the Church my steps were thus set right, 
Me to the lofty task God's grace inclin'd ; 
On which, apart, I center'd all my might. 

To my brave Belisarius I consign'd 

The legions : God vouchsaf 'd them victory — 
Sure token that for me He rest design'd. 

Thy first inquiry is by this reply 
Well ended : yet the fact is complex so, 
It needs with further aid I thee supply ; 

And that their ways irrational I show, 

Who thwart the sacred Sign, on either side — 
The friend adopting, or the open foe. 

See, what the reverence, what the lofty pride, 
Won by its prowess, since that early day, 
When, to enthrone its Empire, Pallas died. 

Thou know'st three hundred years, and more, its stay 
In its own Alba was ; until the end, 
When three with three contended for its sway. 

Thou know'st its power, what time the seven Kings 
From the rapt Sabine to Lucrezia's woe ; [reign'd, 
Its power the border-tribes submiss to bend. 

Thou know'st its exploits, when in glorious show 
By Bomans borne it Brennus overcame, 
Pyrrhus, and many a leagued and scepter'd foe. 

Torquatus, thence, Quintius, and he, whose name 
Comes of the locks untrimm'd, their laurels won ; 
Decii and Fabii, whom I glad proclaim. 

Th' Arabian insolence it trampled on ; 
And, chasing Hannibal, the rocks it scal'd 
Alpine, o'er which, Po, thou rushest down. 
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Beneath it, striplings in the fight prevail'd — 
Soipio and Pompey ; and that upland home, 
Cresting thy birthplace, it severe assail'd. 

Then, as God wilTd, the time now nearly come, 
When in recover'd peace the world should dwell, 
Great Caesar grasp'd it, by command of Rome. 

From Yar unto the Ehine its conquests well 
Witness'd the Loire, the Seine, and the Isere, 
With every vale, that helps the Rhone to swell. 

Ravenna left, the Rubicon it sheer 

O'erleapt'; then flew so rapid, that in vain 
Would tongue, or pen, essay to follow there. 

It turn'd the cohorts quick, once more, to Spain ; 
Sped to Durazzo ; then Pharsalia strook, 
And so, that sultry Nile might feel the pain. 

To Simois, Antandros, back it took 

Swift flight : it went, where Hector was interr'd, 
And ill, for Ptolemy, its pinions shook. 

In thunders then, 'gainst Juba it was rear'd ; 
And, after, to our West reverted, where 
The blast of the Pompeian trump it heard ; 

With its next bearer what it wrought, declare 
Brutus and Cassius, barking loud in Hell : 
Grieves Modena ; Perugia sheds the tear : 

And Cleopatra weeps in grief, as well ; 

Who, scar'd by its incursion, fled, and chose 
Death by the asp — death instant, dark, aoid fell. 

With him, it swept far, as the Red Sea flows ; 
With him, the world it laid in peace so great, 
That Janus was oblig'd his doors to close. 

But of the Eagle all, that I relate — 

What done thus far, what, after, to be done, 
Throughout the world, its own subjected state — 

Would scant and dim show, in comparison, 
When the third Caesar's rule we come to view, 
Fixing clear eye, and heart sincere, thereon. 

20 
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For He, who me inspires — the Just and True — 
The grace vouchsafe! it, in this Caesar's reign, 
For wrath provok'd to take the vengeance due. 

Now wonder, as I thus pursue my strain ; 

For, next, with Titus, to pour vengeance dread 
On the first sin's avengers, swift it ran. 

And Charlemain, when Holy Church sore bled, 
Gor'd with the cruel fangs of Lombard hate, 
Conquering, its wings in her defence outspread. 

Now canst thou rightly those, I blam'd of late, 
Judge for thyself — how faulty they must be, 
From whom ye justly all your sorrows date. 

One, 'gainst th' Imperial Sign, the fleurs-de-lys 
Uplifts, and th' other, for his faction's side, 
Usurps it — which more sins, 'tis hard to see. 

Let Ghibellines their party-projects hide 
Under another flag : for woes ensue, . 
From justice it when any dare divide. 

Nor let the new young king seek to subdue 
It with his Guelphs ; those talons let him fear, 
The skin which from a mightier lion drew. 

Often the father's fault have children dear 
Bewail'd : and vain his trust, that Eagle-might 
God to .his puny lilies will transfer. 

This minor Star with spirits good is dight ; 
Spirits, who all their days illustrious strove, 
That posthumous renown might them requite. 

And, when in devious path the heart's fond love 
Thus grovels low, the beams, as needs must be, 
Of true, desire strike with less life above. 

But this adjustment — each in due degree — 
'Tween work and wages forms our joy in part ; 
Because most true the scales we ever see. 

So the Eternal Justice wins the heart 
With loveliness, that nought unjust, or ill, 
Can e'er persuade our minds aside to start. 
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Voices diverse make song more pleasant still ; 
And so from homes, in divers orders, here 
These wheels in unison more sweetly thrill. 

Within this pearly luminary clear 

Borneo shines ; of whom was ill repaid 

The deed, both great and good, in life's career. 

But the Provencal clan, who him betray'd, 
Joy not hereby ; for ill he fares, I ween, 
Who his own bane of others' good has made. 

Four daughters there were born — and each a Queen — 
To Baymond Berenger ; and this he ow'd 
To one of foreign birth, and lowly mien- 
Borneo ; and him envious tongues did goad, 
After, to summons the same righteous man, 
Who twelve, for every ten, on him bestow'd. 

And so he took his way, poor, old, and wan ; 
But, if the heart, wherewith from door to door 
He begg'd his life's support, the world could scan, 

The praise it gives him would increase the more/' 
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Hosanna, Sanctus Deus Sabaoth, 
Superillustram claritate Twi 
Felices ignes horum malahoth. 

His circular course thus timing to his lay, 
Appear'd to me to sing this substance bright, 
Mantled- o'er whom a double-folding ray. 

And he, and th' others, danc'd with movements light ; 
And then, as vanish swiftest sparks of fire, 
In sudden distance hid them from my sight. 

Doubting, I said within me : Speak, inquire — 
Yes, speak, I said, to her thy Lady kind, 
Whose words, distilling sweet, so quench desire. 
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But that high reverence, o'er all my mind 
Which lords it at the mention of her name, 
Me low, as one in slumber sunk, inclin'd. 

Short time did Beatrice allow the same : 
Straight she began, upon me smiling so, 
A man would have rejoic'd in such a flame. 
" In my unerring judgment well I know 

Thee to inquire — How can it righteous be 
On vengeance just to lay th' avenging blow. 

From such a doubt I soon will set thee free : 
Then listen to my words ; for thou shalt gain 
Knowledge, whereby a mighty truth to see. 

Because his will refus'd to obey the rein, 
Impos'd for good, the man, no birth who knew, 
Brought on himself and seed the deadly bane. 

The human race thence weak and sickly grew, 
And many years in deadly error lay, 
Until the Word of God, His love to shew, 

Descended, and the nature, gone astray 
From its Creator, to Himself did join 
By a sole act of grace, that op'd the way. 

Now to this doctrine well thy mind incline : 
This nature, with its Maker thus made one, 
Came pure and holy from the hand Divine ; 

But it was banish'd — all through fault its own — 

. From Paradise ; because it wilful stray'd 
From Him, the way, the truth, the life alone. 

And hence the punishment, the Cross convey'd, 
As measur'd by th' adopted nature, ne'er 
Was ever with more perfect justice laid. 

And, so, a greater wrong none ever bare, 

When view'd the Person, who endur'd the woe, 
Found in the nature of mankind to share. 

Hence, from one death effects were found to flow 
Diverse : it pleased God ; it pleas'd the Jew ; 
Earth shook, Heaven op'd: thus eachdeclar'd 'twas so. 
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Henceforth, it should no more perplex thy view, 
When hearing that just vengeance righteously 
Was, after, punish'd with avengement due. 

But still in bondage strait thy mind I see, 

Thy thoughts conflicting in the meshes caught, 
From which thou fain wouldst have me set thee free. 

Thou sayest : I discern what now I'm taught ; 
But yet unsolv'd remains the mystery — 
Why God will'd thus our ransom to be bought. 

Brother, this dispensation to the eye 

Of those lies buried, who not yet are grown 
Eipe in the sunshine of blest Charity. 

But, as, in verity, of«few is known, 

Howbeit by many sought, this Heavenly way, 
Its excellence by me shall now be shown. 

God's Goodness, from itself that spurns away 
All envy, shines from such intensive glow, 
As beauties to unfold, that ne'er decay. 

That, which from Him immediate takes its flow, 
Has endless being ; for immovable 
His signature impress'd no change can know. 

That, which from Him is shower'd direct, as well, 
Lives independent ; for it lives above 
That power, in second causes seen to dwell. 

What most reflects Him, most His joy doth prove ; 
Because the sacred flames, on all that shine, 
Where found His likeness, quicken most in love. 

Endow'd with these prerogatives Divine 
Man is created ; and, if fails but one, 
From his pre-eminence he must decline. 

That, which man disendows, is sin alone : 
. This mars his likeness to the Good Supreme, 
Whose light most pure he will not make his own. 

And the lost freedom ne'er reverts to him, 
If failing to supply what sin decay'd, 
And guilty joy with equal pain redeem. 
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Your nature, when at first it disobey'd, 
With all its seed, as of this Paradise 
So of these dignities the forfeit made : 

Nor, among all the means we can devise, 
Could be Salvation, but by this alone — 
If thou dost well direct thy searching eyes — 

Either, that God of His free mercy shown 

An amnesty should grant ; or, man, who sinn'd, 
Himself for his own folly should atone. 

Within the deep abyss now fix thy mind 
Of the Eternal Will ; with all thy might 
To these my words thy close attention bind. 

Never could man, in his estate finite, 
Atone ; for never, after, could he lie 
Low in obedience, as was rais'd the height, 

To which he look'd with proud aspiring eye, 
When found in disobedience : wherefore man 
Lack'd in himself all power to satisfy. 

'Twas needed thus that God by His own plan 
Should human life and liberty renew 
By mercy, or by justice — one, or twain. 

But, as a workman's work yields pleasure true, 
In measure as the kindness, less or more, 
It telleth of the heart, from whence it grew ; 

God's Goodness, seen stamp'd the Creation o'er, 
Joy'd in proceeding by each several mean, 
Your fallen race to pardon and restore ; 

Nor, the first day and the last night between, 
Shall work so noble, work so grand be done, 
In either way ; nor such has ever been : 

In that His Love, giving Himself to atone, 

That man, by man redeemed, might Grace receive, 
.Was more, than by His simply pardoning, shown. 

Nor could all th' other modes of justice give 
Meet compensation, if the Son of God 
Had not submitted in our flesh to live. 
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I now retrace some steps the way I trod, 

Thus well to satiate thy strong desire ; 

That by us both the truth be understood. 
Thou sayest — I see that earth, I see that fire, 

Dry land, and water, with their products all, 

Turn to corruption, and ere long expire : 
Yet these were things created, great and small ; 

Wherefore, if what I said be true and sure, 

Never should such into corruption fall. 
Brother, the Angels, and the region pure 

Thy present place, were in their nature fram'd 

In full perfection, as they now endure. 
Whereas, those elements, which thou hast nam'd, 

And whatsoe'er from them deriv'd may flow, 

Being from some created virtue claim'd. 
Created was their prime material, too ; 

Created was that elemental might, 

In those fair stars, around that circling go. 
The ray and movement of each holy Light 

Unfolds in beasts and plants a life, endued 

The like to reproduce with power finite. 
Whereas our being comes direct from God, 

Imbreath'd by His immeasurable Love, 

Winning our souls that Love to make our good. 
And hence by inference thou, too, mayst prove 

Thy Besurrection ; if thou cast with care, 

How human flesh was moulded from above 
Direct ; and how create the primal pair." 
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Whilom the world believ'd, and to its bane, 
That, in her third and minor cycle roll'd, 
The Cyprian fair shot forth her love insane. 

Hence, in this blindness of the times of old, 
Not her alone with sacrificial feast 
They worshipp'd, and aloud their offerings told,' 

Dione, too, and Cupid they confest — 

The mother, that declar'd ; and this, the son — 
And said, he sat inflaming Dido's breast. 

From her, whence now my Canto is begun, 

They nam'd the Star, that, in her front and rear, 
Alternate smiles the solar orb upon. 

Nought I perceiv'd of my ascending there ; 
But my reception I came well to know, 
When seen my Lady's face become more fair. 

As in a fire some sparks more glittering show, 
And voices in a song distinctive join, 
With note sustain'd, or varying high and low ; 

So, mid the lights, I other lights saw shine, 
Moving in circles, with degrees of haste, 
Methinks, according to their gaze Divine. 

Never from chilly vapours swept the blast, 
Seen or unseen, which slow would not appear, 
However rapidly the current past, 

To him, who saw, to us how gather'd near 
The Heavenly Lights ; leaving awhile the round, 
First mov'd in the Seraphic highest sphere. 

From those, behind the front, Hosanna sound 
I heard : again to hear it my desire 
E'er since has long'd, so sweet the spell I found. 
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Came towards us then one of the vocal quire : 
Single he spake : " Thy pleasure we await, 
That with our jubilee we thee inspire. 

With Angels here we whirl in Princely state : 
One to us all, alike, the sphere, the love ; 
Thou didst of us sing in the world, of late — 
* Ye, the Third heaven who intellectual move ;' 
Such love we bear thee, that brief time to rest, 
To please thee, will no less our pleasure prove." 

After mine eyes my Lady had addrest 

With meek demand, and she, to assure my mind, 
Had willingly her full consent exprest, 

They to the Lamp, which gave such promise kind, 
Reverted quick : I ask'd ; " Who art thou, say," 
Mine eager wish with fervent love combin'd. 

How full, how pure, then issued forth the ray, 

Through joy afresh, caught from my words, that so 
Heightened the joyance of the first display ! 

Thus beautified, it spake : " My time below, 
Was all soon spent : had it a lengthening found, 
Much had been spar'd of fast impending woe. 

The gladness, that with light invests me round, 
Thy vision thwarts, and hides me from thy sight, 
Like insect, in its silken fetters bound. 

Much didst thou love me, and with reason right : 
Had life been longer mine, I thee had shown 
Love's fruits matur'd, thy kindness to requite. 

That country, on the left, whose banks the Ehone, 
There, with the Sorgue commix'd, flows moistening by, 
Waited my rule, in season due, to own ; 

With that Ausonian headland, that we spy 
With Bari, Gaeta, and Cortona crown'd, 
From Trento, and Verde, the sea-margin nigh. 

Already did the diadem enround 

My brows, as lording it with sceptral might 
Where the wide Danube leaves her German bound ; 
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And beautiful Trinacria, dimm'd to sight, 
Not by Typhceus, but the sulphurous air, 
Betwixt Pachynum and Pelorus' height, 

O'er which wild Eurus wages frequent war, 
From Charles and Rodolf had successors won 
Born of my seed, th' Imperial crown to bear ; 

Had not bad government, which goadeth on 
Ever the subject people, rais'd the cry, 
Heard in Palermo : ' Death to every one ! ' 

And, had my brother with prophetic eye 
This seen, the Catalonian pauper's greed 
He, sure, had shunn'd, and learnt their hate to fly. 

For, in good sooth, there is an urgent need, 
Lest by himself, or others, burdens new 
Sink his o'er-freighted bark, that he take heed. 

His nature, which, from generous, thrifty grew, 
Would well have sought friends of another kind 
Than those, who private ends alone pursue." 
" Since I believe the joys that to my mind 

Thy loving speech, my gracious Sire, conveys 
Here, where all good doth birth and ending find, 

As well 'tis known to me, thine eye surveys, 
This adds to my delight : it joys me, too, 
That thou dost see it in thy heavenly gaze. 

Glad thou hast made me ; wisdom now bestow ; 
Since in thy words a cause of doubt I find : 
How from good seed can evil produce grow ? ' 

To my inquiry thus he answer'd kind : 
t "If unto thee a mighty truth I clear, 

Thy face shall see in front what lies behind. 

The Good, that moves and gladdens every sphere, 
By which thou com'st, these bodies huge to sway, 
A Virtue plants, to be His agent there. 

Nor did the mind, self-perfect every way, 
Provide such natures only ; but ordain 
All needful to ensure their after-stay. . 
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Hence, whatsoe'er shooteth this bow, amain 

It flies, instinctive, to its destin'd end ; 

As arrow speeds direct the mark to gain. 
Else, would these heavens, where now thou dost ascend, 

Such strange effects accomplish from above, 

As would to ruin more, than order, tend. 
This cannot be ; if intellects, that move 

Kuling the stars, ne'er fail ; or, failure He, 

In their imperfectness, is found to prove, 
Wouldst thou this truth more brightly colour'd see ?" 

" Not so," I said ; " for 'tis impossible, 

That nature fail in things, that needful be." 
Then he resum'd ; " Would they, on earth who dwell, 

Fare worse, if man were not a citizen ?" 

" Yes," I replied ; " this reason teaches well." 
" And can he live a citizen with men, 

Of different offices without the need ?" — 

" No ; if correct your Master guides the pen." 
Thus far plain inference our search did lead : 

" Therefore your actions," he affirm'd thereon, 

" From different minds, as roots, must sure proceed. 
Hence one is Solon born ; and Xerxes, one ; 

Another born Melchizedeck ; and so 

He, in aerial flight who lost his son. 
Boon nature, that the mortal wax below 

Moulds in her compass, plies her art with care ; 

Nor doth she, yet, respect to persons show. 
Hence it arrives, that Esau differs far, 

As born, from Jacob ; hence, deriv'd, they say, 

Low-born Quirinus from the god of war. 
Nature, producing, keeps unchang'd her way, 

And to the parent's type would fashion all, 

Did not a Providence Divine o'er- sway. 
The truth behind thee now in front doth fall : 

And yet, to show thee how thy joy is mine, 

I will a corollary give withal. 
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If nature meets a soil, that's unbenign, 
Fortune opposing, then, as sure we find 
With other seeds misplac'd, she must decline. 

And, if on earth ye mortals kept the mind 
Fix'd on the groundwork, first by nature laid, 
Thence would upspring a drop of goodly kind. 

But the man, born to wield the soldier's blade, 
To the religious cloister ye transfer ; 
While he of fluent speech a king is made : 

And thus your treadings from the pathway err," 
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Afteb thy Charles had thus, Clemenza fair, 

My doubtings clear'd, the frauds he 'gan me tell, 
In future doom'd his offspring to ensnare ; 

Adding ; "Be silent ; these let time reveal : 
Hence more than this I say not — a just bane 
Their steps shall track, who towards you wrongly deal." 

And now that holy beaming life again 

Turn'd to the Sun, whence lustrous it was fill'd, 
As to that Good, all good that doth contain. 

Ah, impious and obtuse, ye souls beguil'd, 

That from so great a Good your hearts can wrest, 
In chasing after visions vain and wild ! 

And lo ! another splendour from the rest 

Approach'd me ; and the wish to make me glad 
In his forthstreaming brilliancy exprest. 

The eyes of Beatrice, upon me stay'd 
Still, as before, now her assurance dear 
Of full assent to my desire convey'd. 

Oh, to my longing soul bring speedy cheer, 
Blest spirit," I said, " and cause me well to know 
In thee reflected that my thoughts appear." 
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On this the Lustre, who to me was new, 
From the deep bosom, whence it sang, complied ; 
As one, who joys, in love, a good to do. 
In fallen Italy, upon that side, 
Which 'tween Eialto and the springs doth lie, 
"Whence Pieva flows, and Brenta winds her tide, 
There is an eminence, not rising high, 
Adown whose slope a torch destructive came 
With direful inroad on the region nigh. 
Myself and it sprang from one root : my name 
On earth Cunizza was ; and here I shine, 
Because this Star subdued me with its flame. 
The cause, which doth my place thus low assign, 
I pardon glad, nor seek to raise me higher : 
Though strange it seem to that gross world of thine. 
Of him most near me — gem of heavenly fire, 
Teeming all light and love — doth still survive 
On earth the glory ; ere his fame expire 
This hundredth year shall multiply by five : 
See, whether man should not in virtue grow, 
That thence a second life he may derive. 
But not thus minded are the people, who 
'Tween Adige and Tagliamento dwell, 
Not yet repentance taught by all their woe. 
But soon, at Padua's marsh, with blood shall swell 
The waters, that the proud Vicenza lave, 
For that the heady there 'gainst law rebel. 
And where Cagnano enters Sile's wave, 
One lords it with a crest uplift and bold, 
For whom ev'n now the net they weave — his grave. 
And Feltro shall the shepherd of her fold 
Bewail — a traitor, in such measure base, 
That Malta's keep doth no such convict hold. 
No wine- vat would possess such ample space, 
Ferrara's blood o'erstreaming to contain ; 
And tir'd were soon, who ounce by ounce should place 
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In scales the courteous priestly gifts, for gain 
Made of a party ; and such gifts of love 
Full well the custom of the land maintain. 

Mirrors — ye call them * Thrones ' — we see above : 
From these a God, who vengeance keeps in store, 
Us lightens ; therefore true my words must prove.' ' 

Silent she ceas'd ; and now a semblance bore 
Of turning, elsewhere minded ; and anew 
Lost in the wheel whereon she mov'd before. 

Th' other bright joy, that I already knew, 
Wrought in my sight with such admir'd display, 
Pierc'd by the sun, as shines the ruby's hue. 

Joy shows in Heaven by light's more kindled ray ; > 
By smiles 'tis shown on earth : in hell the shade 
Deepens in dark, as grief within may sway. 
" God seeth all, spirit blest," I said, 

" And all thou, too, within His mirror clear : 
His every Will to thee is thus display'd : 

Why, then, thy voice, which Heaven delights to hear, 
In concert blest, with those, who flaming shine, 
And in the vesture of six wings appear, 

Fails it my suit to grant ? a wish of thine 
Were soon accepted, did I only scan 
Thy thought within, as thou dost enter mine." 
" The vale, o'er which the sea casts widest span, 
Save where the ocean all the world around 
Bolls its vast wave " — he answering began — 
" Against the sun, 'twixt shores, that adverse bound, 
Reaches so far, that where before was spied 
Th' horizon, the meridian now is found ; 

On that vale's shore I dwelt, between the tide 
Of Ebro and Macra, which with narrow road 
The Genoese from Tuscan does divide ; 

Beneath the same meridian altitude 

Lies Buggia ; and the land, from whence I came, 
Whose haven stream'd with its own children's blood. 
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Me Folco call'd the people, where my name 
Sounded familiar ; and of me this sphere 
Now impress takes, as I once caught its flame. 

For Belus' daughter felt no fiercer fire, 
Sichseus and Creusa rendering sad, 
Than mine, as sorted with youth's warm desire : 

Nor she, of Thracian Khodope, betray'd 
By false Demophoon ; nor Alcides — he, 
Who Iole his heart's fair treasure made. 

Not that we here repent ; yet glad are we, 
Not for the fault remember'd now no more, 
But for the Providence, that here we see. 

With rapturous gaze that wisdom we adore, 

Which works such beauteous ends ; and thus we know 
How Heaven can raise from earth a goodly store. 

But, that contented hence thou bear below 

Whate'er desire has wak'd thy journeying here, 
'Tis needful that my speech now farther go. 

Fain wouldst thou learn, who is this spirit near, 
Amid our pearly orb thus sparkling bright, 
As sunbeam in a water still and clear. 

Know then that Bahab in serene delight 
Keposes here : she of our order one 
Most luminous, imprints this radiant height. 

And to this heaven, where terminates the cone 
Forthshadow'd of your earth, assum'd was she, 
First of all souls, when Christ resum'd his throne. 

'Tis meet in Heaven that to some high degree 
A trophy of that victory she should rise, 
Which the two Hands won on the Blessed Tree ; 

Because she aided the first grand emprize 
Of Joshua in the Holy Land, which now 
The Pope forgets, nor longer cares to prize. 

Thy city, planted by the chiefest foe, 
Who — the prime rebel — from his Maker stray'd, 
Whose envy brought us such extreme of woe, 
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Raises that Flower accurst, and it doth spread, 
"Whence scatter'd are the sheep and lambs ; for there 
Of shepherd it has made a wolf instead. 

For this, the Gospels and the Fathers are 
Forsaken, and the Canons, day and night, 
Are search'd, as well the margins soil'd declare. 

The Pope and Cardinals herein unite : 

Their thoughts no more to Nazareth are bent, 
Thither, where Gabriel steer'd his winged flight. 

But soon the Vatican and reverent 

Stations at Rome, where martyrs buried lie — 
That warrior band, who after Peter went — 

Releas'd shall be from such adultery. 
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The First Ineffable Omnipotence, 
His Son beholding, with that Love conjoin'd, 
Of both breath'd forth, Eternal Effluence, 

Far, as can trace the eye, or search the mind, 
Has all so well dispos'd, that they, who gaze, 
Some savour sweet must of the Godhead find. 

^fhen, Reader, to the wheels sublime upraise 
Thine eyes with mine, direct, to yonder, where 
The movements twain seem of contrariant ways. 

Thence trace thine admiration of the rare 
Skill of the Master, whose complacent eye 
Dwells on His work, in love, with ceaseless care. 

See from the Equator how is turn'd awry 
The Zodiac, in whose course the planets glide, 
Shedding their virtues for the world's supply. 

And, if their path were not thus turn'd aside, 
In Heaven much influence would be lost ; and so 
Well-nigh, on earth, boon nature's power denied. 
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If this oblique were, more or less, to go 

From the straight line, the world's great law would fail, 
In moving things above, and things below. 

Now, Header, on thy bench abide thee still, 
Digesting well this ante-past, that ne'er 
Tedium, but joy, instead, thy breast may fill. 

Eichly thy board I've furnish'd : feed thee there : 
For that high theme, whereof 'tis mine to write, 
Recalls me to itself, and claims my care. 

Nature's prime Agent, the great Solar might, 
That stamps the universe with heavenly power, 
And measures time for mortals with its light, 

Now at that point, which I describ'd before, 
Was in his course along the spiral wind, 
From whence more swiftly speeds the passing hour. 

And in that Sun was I ; nor could I find 
The mode of our ascent ; no more than we 
Perceive a thought, before it strikes the mind. 

But Beatrice was with me still ; and she 

Can Heavenward raise me with so rapid flight, 
Such pace to count that time has no degree. 

How must the dwellers in the Sun be bright 
For their own shining, since I ingress found 
Not by their colour, but transparent light ! 

Aided by art, or use, or thought profound, 
Ne'er could I tell the unconceiv'd before ; 
But faith, and hope, with sight may yet be crown'd. 

And, if our fantasies are low, and poor, 
Unworthy of the ascent, no wonder, why — 
Eye hath not reach'd beyond the Sun to explore. 

Such the Fourth household of the Father high, 
Who here transports it with the clear display 
Of the Begotten, and Breath'd, Deity. 

Then Beatrice began ; " Thy thanks, Oh, pay, 
Pay to the Sun of souls, whose Grace has rear'd, 
Thee now, the sun material to survey." 

21 
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The heart of man was never like prepar'd, 
In holy self-surrender, God to own, 
Showing true willingness, by love endear'd, 

As mine, these words when heard : I was anon 
All so devotedly on God intent, 
That Beatrice, for once, unheeded shone. 

Nothing displeas'd thereby, she smiTd content ; 
So smil'd, that by her eyes' refulgent light 
On other things my mind withdrawn was bent. 

Spirits I saw more swift, more passing bright, 
Who us their centre made ; themselves the crown ; 
Yet more the ear they pleas'd, than charm'd the sight. 

Latona's daughter thus engirt is shown, 

When vapours, gather'd densely round her face, 
Eetain the threads, that weave her coloured zone. 

In Heaven's high court, whence I my way retrace, 
Jewels are plenteous stor'd, so rich and rare, 
None can export them from their native place. 

Such was the song of those bright spirits there : 
He, who possess 'd no wings to mount so high, 
News thence must wait, but from dumb lips, to hear. 

Thus chaunting, as in mazy orbs they fly r 
Three times us compass'd with encircling chain 
These glowing Suns, as stars in polar sky ; 

Like, as. when listening pause the damsel-train, 
The dance not over, and in silence stay, 
Until they catch the stirring notes again. 

And one was heard, who utter 'd ; " Since the ray 
Of Heavenly mercy, that lights up the flame 
Of the true love, which spreads by love alway, 

On thee with double lustre so doth stream, 
Guiding thee Heavenward by that stair Divine, 
Which re-ascend all, who descending came, 

He, who, to quench thy thirst, should now decline 
The cup to proffer, would no more be free, 
Than falling water not the sea to join. 
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Thou fain wouldst know these souls — what plants supply 
The garlands of delight, that here enround 
The beauteous Dame, for Heaven who strengthens 

I 'mong the lambs of the blest fold was found, [thee. 
By Dominick led along the path divine, 
Where souls, if wean'd from pride, in grace abound. 

This, on the right, who nearest me doth shine, 
My brother was and master — of Cologne 
Albert ; and I am Thomas of Aquine. 

Wouldst thou to thee have all these spirits shown, 
Following my words direct thy looks awhile, 
Banging the cincture of the blissful crown. 

That other Flame derives from Gratian's smile : 
Now Paradise in him rejoices, who 
Labour'd the twofold Canons to compile. 

That other near, our choir adorning so, 
Was Peter, whom the widow poor did move 
On holy Church his treasure to bestow. 

That Light, our other lights here far above 
In beauty, from so vast a love o'erflows, 
On earth, to know his doom, all greedy prove. 

Within, the lofty Luminary glows, 

With wisdom such inspir'd, none second e'er 
Like him, in very truth, to sight arose. 

Observe that Taper near him bright and fair ; 
*Tis he, who deeply penetrated, while 
Yet in the flesh, the Angelic state and care. 

See in that other lesser Light the smile 
Of him, who pleaded for the Church's Creed, 
And help'd Augustine with his learned style. 

Now, if thy mental eye thou onward lead 

From light to light, while I rehearse their praise, 
The Eighth to know thy soul athirst must speed. 

There rests, to enjoy the Beatific gaze, 
The saintly spirit, who unmasks so well 
The world, and all its vain deluding ways. 
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His body, whence 'twas torn, in lowly cell 
Lies at Cieldauro ; and his soul flew here, 
Martyr'd, and exil'd, in repose to dwell. 

See, too, the souls their spiral cressets rear 
Of Isidore, of Bede, of Eichard, who, 
Contemplative, did more than man appear. 

This last, from whom to me reverts thy view, 
Light of a spirit is, whom solemn thought 
So rapt, that towards him death seem'd pacing slow 

'Tis with th' undying beam of Sigier fraught, 
Who, as he lectur'd in the ' Straw'-nam'd street, 
Unpleasing truths in mood and figure taught." 

Then, as a clock, in prayer that bids us meet, — 
What hour the Spouse of Heaven awakes, that so 
Early, to win His love, her Lord she greet — 

Keeps either part in movement, to and fro, 

Chiming " Tin, Tin," with such inviting sound, 
That ready hearts with love responsive glow ; 

Like I perceiv'd of Lights the glorious round 
Still moving, still returning voice for voice, 
With time with tone so sweet, as ne'er is found 

Save, where for evermore the Blest rejoice. 
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mortal cares, insensate all, and vain ! 

How weak the arguments, that men devise 

For struggling hard some earthly good to gain 
One strives, by medicine ; one, by law to rise : 

By priestly rule one labours for success ; 

And one, by force ; and one, by fallacies ; 
By plunder, this ; by civil charges, this : 

To indolence this yields himself a prey ; 

This carnal sinks in gross licentiousness. 
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And I, the while, from all these cares set free, 
Was now with Beatrice, where Heaven's domain 
Had with such glorious greeting welcom'd me. 

As now its place each spirit did regain, 
Where in the circle was its former site, 
Like candle in its hold, 'twas fix'd again. 

And, from the bosom of that hallow'd Light, 
Which erewhile me address'd, with a fresh show 
Of smiles, denoting love more pure and bright, 

I heard ; "As me illumes the Sovran glow, 
So in that Light Divine for ever clear 
Thy thoughts, and what occasion'd them, I know. 

Thou art in doubt : from me thou fain wouldst hear 
Discourse so plainly told, so largely spread, 
That to thy mind its import full appear : 

It was, when ' Souls in grace abound,' I said, 
And when, again, * No second like arose : ' 
Each point must here be well distinguished. 

The Providence, that doth the world dispose 
In wisdom such, that all created sight 
Sinks overcome, before it finds the close, 

That She, to whom in Sacred Blood His plight 
He gave, and made, crying aloud, His Bride, 
Might here attain, in Him, her full delight, 

Securely, and more close to Him allied, 
Ordain'd in her behalf two Leaders, who 
Might her directors be on either side. 

One was Seraphic all, in ardent glow ; 
The other in his Heavenly wisdom bare 
The splendour of Cherubic light below. 

Speaking of one, of both I shall declare 
. The worth, and praise : between them freely choose ; 
For both like toil for one same end did share. 

Between Tupino, and the stream, that flows 
From blest Ubaldo's consecrated hill, 
A fertile slope down from the mountain goes ; 
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Whereof Perugia feels the heat, and chill, 
From Porta Sole ; as, behind it, cries 
Aggriev'd Nocera, and Gualdo still ; 

There on that side, where less abrupt it lies, 
Was born into the world a sun, whose flame 
Shone, as o'er Ganges offc our sun doth rise. 

Therefore, let him, this place who mentions, name 
No more Ascesi — ill he so would say — 
But * Orient ' better far describes the same. 

Nor long, since first appear'd his rising ray, 
Than, for the world's advantage, he began 
Proof of his mighty virtue to display. 

For 'gainst his father's will, yet young, he ran 
Enamour'd of a Dame, from whom, in fear, 
Shrinks, as from death itself, the heart of man. 

And her, in presence of the Sacred Chair, 
Et coram patre, he did take and wed ; 
And each day, since, more love towards her bare. 

She, when bereav'd of Her first heavenly Head, 
More than a thousand years, forlorn, disown'd, 
Till shone this Sun, her life obscurely led. 

Nought it avail'd her, that she safe was found 
With her Amyclas, at the time, when he 
Heard the dread voice, that did the world confound 

Nor aught her daring constancy, that she, 
When Mary, at the foot, remain'd below, 
Gladly with Christ mounted th' accursed tree. 

But, lest my language too mysterious grow, 
Francis, and Poverty, the loving pair 
Thus represented, I would have thee know. 

Their concord true, their looks, that knew no care, 
Their love o'erpassing, their sweet smiles endear'd, 
To holy vows such strong persuasives were, 

That Bernard first — the Venerable — bar'd 
His feet for such a blessedness, and ran ; 
Though slow to him his utmost speed appear'd. 
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wealth untold ! reproductive gain ! 
Egidius bares, Silvester bares ; the Bride 
Both pleas 'd to follow in the Bridegroom's train.. 

The Sire, the Master, thence, and at his side 

The cherish'd Dame, with that dear household, went, 
Around whose loins the cord was humbly tied. 

No craven thought his eyelids downward bent, 
As being Peter Bernardone's son, 
And to the world so vast a wonderment. 

But with a Princely bearing he made known 
To Innocent his stern resolve, and gain'd 
The seal, that sanction'd, first, his work begun. 

After his little flock increase obtain'd, 

Treading his steps, whose wondrous word and deed 
Were rightlior sung by an Angelic band, 

Honorius, by th' Eternal Spirit led, 

Granted this Pounder's holy will and prayer, 
And with a second crown adorn'd his head ; 

Who then, athirst the martyr's palm to bear, 
Facing the Sultan, and his haughty train, 
Preach'd Christ and those, who Christ's companions 

But, finding all his toil spent there in vain, [were. 

Mid people, for conversion unprepar'd* 
To his Italian field he went again. 

On the flint-rock, 'twixt Arno and Tiber rear'd, 
From Christ he took the final seal, whose trace, 
Stampt on his flesh, two years distinct appear'd. 

When He, who fram'd his lot, so rich in grace, 
Was pleas 'd to raise him to the guerdon, due 
To one, who ever chose the lowest place, 

He to his brothers, at their last adieu, 
Left, as their own by right, his Lady dear, 
And bade them guard her well, and love her true. 

This done, he will'd to its Imperial sphere 

That from her breast his noble soul should flee ; 
Nor for his body will'd another bier. 
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Now ponder well how great a Saint was he, 
Counted a worthy colleague, Peter's bark 
To steer in safety o'er the deep wide sea. 

And such was this — our Blessed Patriarch : 

Hence thou canst see, how all, who will maintain 
His saintly Bule, with goodly freight embark. 

But now his flock for pastures new and vain 
Lust so inordinate, they needs must stray, 
Banging, as fancy leads, o'er hill and plain. 

And, all the more they quit the prescript way, 
And further still with feet bewilder'd rove, 
Less ample store of milk they home convey. 

True, some the peril dread, and in their love 
Cleave to the Shepherd still : these few are found — 
To hood them all, scant cloth would ample prove. 

Now, if my voice emit no dubious sound, 
If fitting audience lend the wakeful ear, 
If these my words be to thy memory bound, 

Thy wish, in part, shall be content ; for clear 

Thou wilt the Plant, from whence the splitting, trace ; 
And the reproof, withal, intended here — 
4 Where souls, if wean'd from pride, abound in grace.' " 
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Scarce from the Flame for ever blest had sped 
The closing words for utterance, than again 
The Sacred wheel its dance revolving led ; 

Nor yet had circled once, when a new train, 
Like to the former, clos'd it all around, 
Each answering step with step, and strain with 

Strain, that so far in its enchanting sound [strain- 
Our Muses and our Sirens' notes outvies, 
As primal light is more than reflex found. 
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Like parallel and colour'd, on the skies 

O'er the thin cloud as when two arches drawn 
We see, when Juno bids her handmaid rise — 

The inner of the one external born — 
Like that nymph's voice, whom love did so consume, 
E'en as the sun dissolves the mist at morn, 

And to the tribes on earth recalls the doom, 
When God his Covenant to Noah display'd, 
That on the world no second flood should come ; 

So thus encircling these two garlands play'd, 
One with the other corresponding true, 
All bright with roses fair, that never fade. 

When their blithe revelry, and festal show, 
Heard in the song, and blazing in the skies, 
So joyous in the light's co-mingling glow, 

Had simultaneous ceas'd ; as when our eyes, 
At the good pleasure of the mover's mind, 
Together shut, together opening rise ; 

Forth came from one of the Lights newly join'd 
A voice : I turn'd me round to whence it came, 
As turns the needle, to the pole mclin'd : 

And it began ; " The love, wherewith I flame, 
Now bids me of that other Chief, with mine 
So courteous told, the praises to proclaim. 

Beseems it well their glories to combine : 
As in one cause they fought, companions true, 
'Tis meet their honours should united shine. 

Christ's Army, which it cost to equip anew 
So dear, beneath His flag was marching on 
Slowly, distrustful, and in numbers few, 
When He, who sits Supreme on Heaven's high throne, 
For the imperill'd hosts provision made — 
Not for their merit, but His Grace alone — 
And brought His Spouse, as thou hast heard, the aid 
Of Champions twain, whose deeds whose words once 
Might rally to Himself the bands estray'd. [more 
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In that sweet clime, where with her genial power 
Soft Zephyr breathes the tender leaves to unbind, 
Whence Europe hails again her flowery store, 

Hard by the sea-struck beach, the which behind 
The sun retreats, far in the distant West 
His long race run, screen'd now from all mankind ; 

Is seated Callaroga, safe at rest 

'Neath the great shield, that the twin lions shows- 
One crouching, th' other high with lordly crest — 

Thence of the Faith this loving liegeman rose ; 
The Saintly athlete, prov'd in such degree 
Bland to her friends, and bitter to her foes. 

And from the very womb so filTd was he 
With virtue, life to quicken, that he made 
His mother, then, tell what his life would be. 

When the espousals their completion had 
'Tween him and faith, at the Baptismal rite, 
Where each engag'd to each a mutual aid ; 

The matron, who for him his faith did plight, 
Saw in her dreams th' unutterable crown, 
On him, and his successors, shining bright. 

And, that his life might from his name be shown, 
Inspir'd by heaven, they call'd him by a word, 
Declaring whose he was, and whose alone — 

'Twas Dominick ; of whom I this record, 
A husbandman was he, Christ deign'd to send, 
As in the Vineyard meet to help his Lord. 

Well did he prove Christ's messenger and friend ; 
For to that first high precept, which was taught 
By Christ, his first of love was seen to tend. 

Full oft his nurse found him abstract in thought, 
Bisen early, silent, prostrate ; as it were, 
Musing within — For this I here am brought ! 

Felix, truly nam'd, his father dear ; 
Well nam'd his mother Giovanna, too ; 
If from the word the sense we right infer. 
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'Twas not the profit, earthly minds pursue, 
Following Taddeo, and the Ostian's ways, 
But fond affection towards the Manna true, 

Which high among the Doctors him did raise ; 
With mission soon for that choice Vine to care, 
Which, with a sleepy dresser, soon decays. 

Nought for himself he ask'd of that great Chair, 
Less friendly now to good men's needy call — 
His hlame alone, who rules degenerate there — 

Nor for the place, which vacant next might fall, 
Nor for the tenths, the poor man's Sacred right, 
Nor yet for leave to grasp great sums by small, 

His suit he made : he simply ask'd, to fight 
'Gainst error in the world — to save the seed, 
Whose plants, twice twelve, now form thy girdle bright. 

Then, arm'd with zeal, as suited best his Creed, 
In Apostolick power he swept anon, 
Like a full torrent, in his holy speed. 

And on the sprouts heretical, far grown, 

Threw all his strength ; and, most, upon the ground, 
Where to the Truth resistance most was shown. 

After, from him deriv'd, streams flow'd around, 
Watering the Garden Catholick afar ; 
Whereby his saplings more in fruit abound. 

If such one wheel of the two-wheeled Car, 
Mounted on which the Church her safety knew, , 
And gain'd in open field th' intestine war ; 

Well may the merit of that other, too, 
Conspicuous shine, whose praises Thomas told 
In terms, ere I appear'd, so kind and true. 

But the bright traces, which, in times of old, 
The rolling fellies made, are left forlorn ; 
And, hence, the fining lees are sunk to mould. 

His household, which most heedful in the morn 
Trod in his very steps, new ways has tried, 
And back with feet, to his oppos'd, is borne ; 
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Destin'd to prove ere long, what fruits betide 
HI cultivation, when the tares complain 
Of entry to the garner them denied. 

Searching our records, o'er and o'er, again, 
I grant one, haply, on a page might fall, 
And read — ' What once I was, I still remain ' — 

But not in Acqua- Sparta, nor Casal ; 

Places, from whence come they, the Founder's writ 
Too lax who widen, or too strict enthrall. 

In me behold Buonaventura's Light, 
Of Balnareggio : in my function high, 
The world I ever kept the last in sight. 

Illuminato and Agostino are nigh ; 

These, 'mong the first of the barefooted few, 
Won with their girdled loins God's gracious eye. 

With them is Hugo of St. Victor, too ; 
And Peter Mangiador ; and he, of Spain, 
In his twelve Books who still illumes below ; 

Nathan the seer, the Metropolitan 

Chrysostom, Anselm, and Donatus — he, 

Who grammar taught with condescending pain. 

Baban is here : shining beside me see 
The Abbot of Calabria, Giovachin, 
With the great gift endow'd of prophecy." 

To celebrate so blest a Paladin 

Me, with his courteous speech of loving fire, 
And with his wise discourse did Thomas win ; 

And won me, too, the joint Celestial quire. 
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Let him imagine, who desires to view 
What now I saw, and, as a rock, hold fast 
The image form'd, while I my theme pursue, 

That fifteen Stars, their rays diversely cast, 
The Heavens enliven'd with so clear a light, 
That far away all airy mists are chas'd. 

Let him the Wain imagine shining bright, 
Beneath our heavenly coping, night and day, 
With course orbicular, ne'er hid from sight. 

Let him imagine, too, that Horn's display 
Springing direct above towards the pole, 
Bound which the primal axis winds its way; 

Then fancy all these Stars converging roll 
Into two Signs, like Ariadne's crown, 
When death's chill grasp she felt benumb her soul, 

The beams of one within the other's zone ; 
Then both, in concert, whirling round, that so 
The first and second ring should counter run. 

Who this imagines, in some feeble show, 

That stellar group, and double dance, which there 
Circled the point, where I was plac'd, will know. 

These things o'er human wont high lifted are, 
As if that swiftest Heaven, the rest that sways, 
We sought with dull Chiana to compare. 

No Paean here, no Bacchic hymns, they raise ; 
But sing the Persons Three, in Godhead One, 
And the two natures in one Person praise. 

Sweet song and dance had now their measure run, 
When heeded us those holy Lights, who take 
Fresh joy, from task to task while passing on. 
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Mid the harmonious Saints then silence brake 
The Lamp, to us, of God's poor pensioner, 
And of his life — his life of wonders — spake ; 

He said ; " Since thresh'd is now one plenteous ear, 
And in the garner safely lodg'd its grain, 
Me to the other draws affection dear. 

Thou deem'st, that on the side, from whence was ta'en' 
Wherewith to form the lovely cheek, whose taste 
Brings to the world an universal bane ; 

And, also, on the Spear-biparted breast, 

Which Sin, both fore and after, so outweigh'd, 
And all sank low, in the same balance plac'd, 

As much of light, as e'er could be convey'd 
Into the nature of the human mould, 
By the great Sire was pour'd, who either made : 

And, hence, to marvel thou wast led, when told 
Of one, to whom on earth ' no second rose,' 
Whom here the beams of the Fifth Lamp enfold. 1 

Mine answer now heed well : it will disclose, ' 
How thine own faith, and these my words combine 
In one ; as in a ring the centre shows. 

What never dies, and what is mortal, shine 
Beams dnly of the archetype, designed 
First by our Buier in His Love Divine. 

Because that Light of Life, which streams in kind, 
Self-luminous, who never from His Son, 
Nor from the Love, Tri-unal, is disjoin'd, 

Full in the Heavens, as in bright mirrors shown, 
Centres His rays on nine subsistencies ; 
Himself Eternally abiding One. 

From thence to powers it sinks, beneath all these, 
With energy, decreasing, more and more, 
Till it works nought, but brief contingencies. 

These last effects, if rightly I explore, 
Are things, which the revolving Heavens unfold, 
Sown or unsown, by planetary power. 
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'Tis not the same — the wax, and hand to mould — 
So, more, or less, distinct the stamp we find 
Of the Divine conception, fram'd of old. 

And hence it comes, that trees, alike in kind, 
Bear fruits, in quality discordant wide ; 
Hence men are born with various gifts of mind. 

Were the wax perfect found on every side, 

And Heavenly power perform'd its perfect will, 
Th' ideal type in full would be applied. 

But nature shows herself defective still : 
She in her work the artist's hand betrays, 
That, while it feebly shakes, defeats his skill. 

Nathless, if fire of Love with shining rays 
Of Power Paternal stamp the matter, there 
A perfectness complete the end displays. 

Thus earth was made, at first, by Heavenly care 
Meet for the creature man, in all entire : 
Thus meet the Virgin made, a child to bear. 

Wherefore, herein, your judgment I admire — 
That ne'er was found, as in these persons two, 
Man's nature ; nor, hereafter, will rise higher. 

Now, if my. speech no farther went, then ' How 
Could Solomon without a second be ? ' — 
Thou wouldst, at once, of me desire to know. 

But, that thou mayst what is now hidden see, 
Think, who he was, and why he so exprest 
His will, when God address'd him, ' Ask of Me ? ' 

Thus speaking, I would show what sway'd his breast : 
A King he was, and, as beseem'd a King, 
For grace to govern well he made request. 

Not his the care to know the numbering 
Of Heaven's bright agents ; or, if Necesse 
From things contingent possibly can spring ; 

Nor, Si est dare primum motum esse ; 
Or, in a semicircle, if there may 
Triangle, not right-angled, ever be. 
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Hence, if thou well mark what I said, and say, 
In Kingly lore lay th' unequall'd ken, 
Whither my purpose takes its arrowy way. 

And from my word * Arose,' it will be seen, 
That Kings were in my view ; who many are, 
Yet good, among them, few and far between. 

My reasoning, then, distinguish thus with care ; 
And so with thy belief it will agree, 
As touching Adam, and ohr Saviour dear. 

Lead to thy feet and let this ever be ; 
Like a tir'd man, that thou to ' Yes,' or 'No,' 
Be slow of speech, where clear thou dost not see. 

For, in the list of fools, he stands most low, 
Who, nothing well distinguishing, denies, 
Or grants, whatever side the question show. 

For oft 'tis seen, that to a false surmise 
Hasty opinion warps the sons of men ; 
And prejudice succeeds, to shut their eyes. 

The stream he leaves made worse, not only in vain ; 
For, as he went, so he returns not, who 
Fishes for truth, but lacks the needed brain. 

Parmenides, Melissus, and Briso, 

To the wide world this fact attest ; they went 
Far in their search ; yet whither, fail'd to know. 

Sabellius, Alius, ill their labour spent ; 

Swords, in their handling Holy Writ, they were, 
Twisting with glittering gloss its straight intent. 

Let not the people, then, their minds declare 
Too boldly ; as a man might praise the blade 
Still in the field, before the crop appear. 

So have I seen a shrub, at first display'd 
Bigid and sere through winter's live-long blast, 
Then rear its head, in roses sweet array'd ; 

So have I seen the vessel, sailing fast 
All through the voyage, as sure the port to win, 
And foundering yet, within the bar, at last. 
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Let not Dame Berta, nor good Ser Martin — 
Seeing one steal ; another, offerings lay — 
Think, that the Will of God they see : from sin 

That may arise ; this fall from Grace away." 
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Between the rim and centre, to and fro 
In a round vase the water swings, inclin'd 
As by an inward or external blow ; 

This, that I say, came straightway to my mind, 
Soon as the glorious soul of Thomas ceas'd 
In silence, where in light he shone enshrin'd, 

By the similitude, distinctly trac'd 

Between his words, and hers, I loved so well, 
Who, him succeeding, thus to speak was pleas'd ; 
" Good need requires, though this he fails to tell 
Outward by words, nor has it in his mind, 
That thou another truth to him unseal. 

Inform him, if the florid light, entwin'd 

Around your substance, shall its hold retain, 
And evermore, as now, the person bind. 

Inform him, too, if so this light remain, 
Whether, when ye are visibly re-made, 
Its glare will not annoy, and sight restrain. " 

As, by the sense of some new pleasure sway'd, 
Dancers, at times, tripping their social round, 
Baise the brisk cry, and onward press more glad ; 

So at this prayer, devout and prompt, were found 
With fresh delight the circlings blest to soar, 
As wondrously they sing, and whirling bound. 

He, who laments that he must die, before 
He lives above, never was here, to see 
The joys, that flow from Love's perennial shower. 

22 
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That One Immortal — One, and Two, and Three — 
The King Eternal — Three, and Two, and One, — 
Containing all, by none contain'd though He, 

Thrice by each member of this choir anon 

Was sung, in praise : such notes to hear, I ween, 
Were a fit prize, by loftiest merit won. 

From mid the inner ring of Lights more sheen 
I heard a voice speak gently ; as the sound 
Of th* Angel unto Mary might have been ; 

And answer me ; "So long as shall abound 
Our joys in Paradise, with this bright vest 
Our love shall thus engarland us around. 

Its lustre shines, as love inflames the breast ; 
And love by sight is rais'd to greater heat ; 
Just as by Grace we are of sight possest. 

When the ris'n flesh, by sanctity made meet, 
Shall glorious be re-cloth'd, in person we 
Shall more be blest, since then in all complete. 

For then will larger prove that effluence free 

Of light, which on us the Great Good will pour — 
Light, that the soul quickens her God to see. 

Theh must the vision needs expand the more ; 
The more expand the fire, from it that came ; 
The light from thence expand, our bodies o'er. 

But, as the coal, that generates a flame, 
By its candescent glow that flame outshines, 
Preserving thus its aspect, still the same ; 

So this effulgence, that about us twines, 
Will pale before th' appearance of the clay, 
Which now, awhile, the dust of earth confines. 

Nor can we noyance feel from such array ; 
For the corporeal organs we shall find 
Strong to sustain our bliss in every way." 

Now either choir to me seem'd well inclin'd 
Impatiently, forthwith, Amen to exclaim ; 
As yearning for their bodies left behind. 
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Not for themselves, perhaps, they cried the same, 
But for their fathers, mothers, all those, too, 
They lov'd, before they deathless fires became. 

And of a like surpassing brightness, Lo ! 
Another Lustre 'gan o'er this to peer, 
As on the horizon spreads the solar glow. 

And like, as when the dusk of eve is near, 

Stars new and strange travel athwart the sky — 
We doubt,- if such they be, as they appear — 

New pageant forms seem'd clustering from on high, 
Who then around, and outside, th* other two 
Circumferences vast, were seen to fly. 

Oh, of the Holy Ghost resplendence true ! 
How with a sudden flash, all glowing white, 
Bursting it fell upon my vanquish'd view ! 

But Beatrice with look so sweet, and bright, 
Smil'd, that by me it must untold remain, 
With other like displays, forgotten quite. 

Mine eyes from hers new virtue drew again 
For visions ; and myself I saw convey'd, 
Singly with her, to a more high domain. 

Conscious I was of the ascended grade, 
For that the Star glow'd with intenser flame, 
And an unwonted ruddy hue display'd. 

With my whole heart, with speech, that speaks the same 
In one and all, to God I paid entire 
My thanks, the new-won grace as well became. 

And, ere within me spent was all the fire 
Of my due holocaust, I came to know 
It prosper'd well, and gain'd my heart's desire. 

For with such redness, such a blazing show, 

'Tween two bright bands, Splendours I saw arise — 
I cried ; " God, who dost adorn them so ! " 

As, studded thick with stars of various size, 
Gleaming in milky white the pathway shines, 
Betwixt the Poles, perplexing thus the wise ; 
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In the abyss of Mars those meteor-lines 
Configuring, forth shap'd the Sign ador'd, 
Which quadrants in the circling space confines. 

Here memory mind overcomes : it was the Lord — 
'Twas Christ, seen flashing from that Crucial Tree — 
So, nothing can resemblance meet afford. 

Who takes his cross, and follows Christ, will me 
Acquit of blame, that dumb is now my song, 
When brought himself Christ, flashing thus, to see. 

From point to point, from head to foot, the throng 
Of shining ones career'd ; and, as they pass'd, 
And, as they met, glistened more bright, and strong. 

Not otherwise, on earth, now slow, now fast, 
Jagged or straight, some long, and others short, 
Changing to view, as hither thither cast, 

Small atoms dance, the solar rays athwart, 
Which streak the screening shades, that oft we And 
Used in defence, by man's invention wrought : 

And, as the lute and harp, with sounds combin'd 
Of many chords, strike pleasantly, although 
The ear unskUTd the sense can little mind ; 

So rose there from the Lights of glorious show, 
Gathering from round the Cross, a melody, 
Which rapt me, though the hymn I fail'd to know. 

Yet I perceiv'd it a grand Laud to be ; 
For, as one hears, the sense who cannot tell, 
So " Eise, and overcome ! " saluted me. 

I so enamour'd felt of such sweet spell, 
That nothing of the past experienc'd e'er 
Held me in fetters so delectable. 

Here over-bold, belike, my words appear, 
Wronging of those fair eyes the dear delight, 
Which rid me, as I gaze, of every care. 

But he, who knows that with our loftier flight 
All beauty's living stamps show more display, 
And that not yet to these was turn'd my sight, 
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May find, in what I self-excusing say, 

My good excuse, and well my truth commend — 
That hallow'd joy not hence is driv'n away, 

Since it is felt more pure, as we ascend. 
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Kindness of will, itself that ever shows 

In love, instinctive breathing towards the sky, 
As evil love from will malignant flows, 

Made that melodious Lyre in silence die, 
And hush'd the sacred chords, that move or rest, 
Obedient to the touch, which guides on high. 

To righteous prayers how shall those Spirits blest 
Lend a deaf ear, who now, my prayers to invite, 
Together from their songs triumphal ceas'd ? 

To mourn he merits well in endless night, 
Who robs his soul of Love, that never dies, 
For this world's love, all empty and finite. 

At eve, as, thwart the pure and tranquil skies 
Fitful, from time to time, a meteor shown 
Seizes the eye unweeting with surprise ; 

Like to a star, that shifts its place anon, 
Save that the part, where it ignites, thereby 
Nought loses, and itself is quickly gone ; 

So from the Cross's dexter arm, on high, 
Down to the base, a Star forthshooting came 
From the bright bosom of the galaxy. 

Nor left its setting quite the gem-like flame, 
But long the radiant shaft its transit steer'd, 
As fire behind an alabaster frame. 

So reach'd him forth Anchises' Shade rever'd, 
Glad in Elysium his dear son to see ; 
(If credence rightly claims our chiefest bard ;) 
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" mine own blood ! full, past all degree, 
God's graciousness ! Whom ever to content, 
Was twice unclos'd Heaven's gate, as 'tis to thee ? " 

So spake that Lamp : on it I gaz'd attent ; 

Then, straightway, turn'd me towards Beatrice, 
On either side o'ercome with wonderment ; 

For such the smile, that gleam'd within her eyes, 
I deem'd mine own had won, at last, th' extreme 
Of Grace vouchsaf d me, and of Paradise. 

Then in his gladdening speech and brightening beam, 
The Spirit utter'd things so new, in kind, 
I nothing trac'd of the mysterious theme. 

Not for his pleasure was its sense confin'd : 
. 'Twas needed so : the truths sublime he meant 
Soar'd high above the ken of mortals blind. 

And, when the well-strain'd bow of love had spent 
So far its force, that level to the bound 
Of man's low intellect the shaft was sent ; 

Then to my ears came, first of all, this sound ; 
" Oh, be Thou ever Bless'd, Thou Trine, and One, 
Whose* goodness to my seed doth so abound !" 

And then ; " That dear long cherish'd thirst, my son, 
Well hast thou quench'd, which the Great Volume, where 
The parchment knows no change of white, or brown, 

Wrought in my soul within this, shrouding fair, 
From whence I thee address ; and prais'd be she, 
For such a flight who thee did wings prepare ! 

Thou deemest, that thy thoughts pass on to me 
From Him, the Prime of all things ; as 'tis plain 
That five and six ray forth from unity. 

Therefore thou dost from asking me abstain — 
Who am I ; and why thee to see, and know, 
More gladdens, me, than all in this glad train. 

Thou deemest right, that in this living glow 
Great and less spirits on the mirror gaze, 
Wherein thy thoughts, before thou thinkest, show. 
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But, that the love, which me towards God always 
Keeps wakeful, and thy coming here to greet 
Athirst, may me to more contentment raise, 

Sound forth thy wish ; sound forth, I thee entreat, 
Thy pleasure ; speak it boldly, unaffear'd : 
Already is in store mine answer meet." 

I turn'd to Beatrice, my prayer who heard, 
Unutter'd yet : she smil'd with signal kind, — 
Whence wing'd anew my heart's desire was rear'd. 

Then I ; " The power to love, and speak love's mind, 
Soon as ye saw the One great Infinite, 
Unto you all was equally assign'd ; 

Because the Sun, your intellectual light, 
Your spirit's vital warmth, this orders so, 
That semblance none your state can show aright. 

But then from causes, which ye well do know, 
Not thus equipp'd with wings, alike, to fly, 
Is human will, nor human strength to do. 

This inequality, hence, feeling I, 
A mortal, with my heart alone can pay 
Due thanks for thy paternal courtesy. 

Thee I implore, topaz of living ray, 
Set for a gem in this bright Crucial frame, 
Quench my strong thirst : Who art thou* — deign to 
!< Sprout of my stem, whom waiting here, to claim, [say." 
Was my dear joy : in me thy root behold ! " 
These words, at first, to mine in answer came. 

In sequence then ; " Thine ancestor has told, 
Full hundred years and more, the painful round 
Of the first cornice of the Mountain-hold ; 

My son, thy great grandsire : and well 'tis found 
Seemly, that thou by works deserving haste 
His freedom, and reduce the penal bound. 

Florence, within her first old walls embrac'd, 
There, where the chime still sounds the hours of prayer, 
Was seated in repose, grave, sober, chaste. 
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No golden chains, no jewell'd tires, were there ; 
No broider'd cinctur'd dames, in pomp and pride 
Of dress more noticed, than their persons were. 

Not yet the new-born daughter terrified 
The father ; for the marriage time, and dower, 
Just measure still observ'd, on either side. 

Yet were not homes, bereft of households ; nor 
Sardanapalus yet arriv'd, to show 
The feats of lust, when clos'd the chamber-door. 

Nor yet Mount Mario was depress'd below 
Your own Uccellatorio, which surpast 
In rising, and a like downfall shall know. 

I saw go forth, with bone and leather brac'd, 
Bellincion Berti, and his lady fair 
With face unpainted from her mirror haste. 

I saw some Nerlis, and some Vecchios, wear 
Content the skin untrimm'd ; while at the loom 
And distaff toil'd their wives with duteous care. 

happy dames ! each certain of the tomb, 
"Where slept her fathers ; and, for Gallia's trade, 
When left were none, disconsolate, at home. 

One, keeping vigil, near the cradle stay'd ; 
With the same lullaby her child's annoy 
Hushing, that had her parents once allay'd. 

Winding the flax, another found employ ; 
While to the household group, she lov'd so well, 
Fabling of Kome, Fiesole, and Troy. 

A Cianghella, or a Saltarel, 

Would then have shown, as wondrous, as when we 
Of Cincinnatus, or Cornelia, tell. 

To such a civil life, so calm, so free, 
A burghership, in loyal truth so stay'd, 
A homestead, so endear'd, consigned me 

Mary, with earnest cries invok'd for aid ; 
And, in your ancient Baptistery there, 
Nam'd Cacciaguida, I was Christian made. 
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My brothers Eliseo and Morando were ; 

My wife was from the valley of the Po ; 

From her the surname thou thyself dost bear. 
Conrad the Emperor then I join'd, who so 

Approv'd my martial bearing, that a knight 

He girded me, among his chiefs to go. 
His banner'd Cross I follow'd in the fight 

'Gainst that false creed, whose votaries — to the blame 

Of the Prime Pastor — now usurps your right. 
There by that race defil'd, and sunk in shame, 

From the deceiving world was I releas'd, 

Whose love defiles so many ; and I came 
Here, from the martyr's strife, to find my rest." 
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nobleness of blood, thou paltry thing ! 
If thou dost minister to vaunting pride 
On earth, where dull and slow the affections spring, 

Then nothing wondrous e'er can me betide ; 
For here I vaunted — here, in Heaven, I mean — 
Where passions never wrest the thoughts aside. 

Thou art a cloak, soon clipp'd, and scanty seen ; 
Fail we to eke thee out, from day to day, 
Time plies his shears anon, and cuts between. 

With " 2/om," as Eome, at first, was wont to say — 
Idiom, less now accustom'd with her race— 
My speech resum'd its interrupted way. 

Here Beatrice, retir'd some little space, 
Smiling, resembled her, who, as we read, 
" Hem"m'd, when she saw Ginevra's first disgrace. 

Then I began ; " You are my Sire indeed ; . 
You give me boldness my full mind to tell ; 
You raise me so, that I myself exceed. 
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Joy by so many streams in me doth swell, 
It gladdens me, amid the brimming flow, 
That, of myself, I bear its fulness well. 

Inform me, Boot belov'd, from whence I grow, 
Who were your ancestors ; and what the year, 
"Which mark'd your coming to the life below. 

Inform me of the fold, St. John's dear care ; 
The souls it number'd then ; and who appear'd 
Worthy its high official trusts to bear." 

As when by gusty winds the embers stirr'd 

Break into flame, so, shining forth more bright, 
That Lamp was seen, my courteous speech when heard. 

And, as it grew more beauteous in my sight, 
So in a tone more soft, more sweet to hear, 
Though not in modern phrase, the spectral Light 

Address'd me ; " Since, when * Ave' rose in prayer, 
'Till when my mother, sainted spirit now, 
Of me, her burden, was reliev'd, this Star 

Five hundred times, and eighty, you must know, 
Has made its revolution, when it came 
'Neath its own Lion, there afresh to glow. 

My forefathers, and I, our birthplace claim 
There, where at first the last division find 
The rival runners in your yearly game. 

Thus far enough of my ancestral kind : 
Who were they — whence they hither came — I trow, 
'Tis best that we to silence leave consign'd. 

All they, of age fit to the wars to go, 
Between the bridge, and the Baptistery, 
Form'd but a fifth of those, there dwelling now. 

But then that burgher-blood, which now we see 
From Campi mixt, Certaldo, and Figghine, 
To the last artisan, from taint was free. 

How better these, as neighbours, to define, 
And then, Trespiano and Galluzzo near, 
To draw, exclusively, your frontier-line, 
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Than have within, their reeking stench to bear, 
Carl of Aguglion, carl of Signa, too, 
With eyes sharp set the barterer's gains to share. 

If that same people, more than all, sunk low, 
A step-dame stern had not to Caesar been, 
But rather learn'd a mother's love to show, 

Never had such become a Florentine, 
For traffick ; but to Semifonte his way 

. Ketrac'd, where begging his grandsire was seen. 

Still Montemurlo had own'd the Conti's sway ; 
The Cerchi in Acone had been still, 
The Buondelmonti in Val de Greve this day. 

Cities the first incursion of all ill 

From races strangely mix'd have ever found ; 
As when discordant meats the stomach fill. 

The blinded bull more headlong to the ground 
Falls, than the blinded lamb ; and handled well 
More sore a single sword, than five, will wound. 

Luni and Urbisaglia — how they fell — 

If thou regardest ; and how, since, brought low 
Were Chiusi and Sinigaglia hast heard tell ; 

Thou wilt perceive how tribes themselves undo ; 
Nor wilt thou deem it strange, and hard to hear, 
Since even cities thus their ending know. 

All, you possess, by death must disappear, 
E'en as yourselves : but, when the hour delays, 
Death hidden lurks ; yet brief is life's career. 

And, as the changes of the lunar phase 
Cause ebb and flow on the still beaten shore, 
So with your Florence Fortune shifts, and plays. 

What I shall say of Florentines, of yore, 

Should therefore seem no marvel ; in the land 
Their fame by length of time is cover'd o'er. 

The Ughi, Filippi, Catellani, and 
The Greci, Ormanni, and Alberichi, 
I saw, though in decline, yet glorious stand. 
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Great I have seen, as old their ancestry, 
Of Area's and Sannella's race the kin, 
And Soldanier, Ardinghi, and Bostichi. 

Above the gate, now burden'd with the sin 
Of a new felony — such load of shame, 
That soon to sink the vessel must begin — 

Abode the Eavignani, from whom came 
The County Guido, and whoe'er, beside, 
Since then, has borne the fam'd Bellincion's name. 

Yet he of Pressa well the art had tried 
Of rule ; and in his house Galigaio 
The pummel rear'd, and hilt of golden pride. 

Grand was the ermin'd column seen ; and so 
Giuochi, Sarchetti, Galli, Barucci, 
Sifanti, and they, the bushel's shame who know. 

Already grand the stem, whence Galfucci 
Forth branch'd : already grand the Sizii sway'd 
In Civil courts, with the Arrigucci. 

How have I seen those mighty ones decay'd 
Through their own arrogance ! the balls of gold 
Made Florence flourish, with bright deeds array'd. 

Such things were wrought by the great Sires of old ; 
Whose sons, whene'er is void your mitred throne, 
Close counsel take, to grow more fat, and bold. 

■ 

The sect o'erbearing, as a dragon known 

To those, who fly affear'd, but who, when seen 
The teeth, or purse, the gentle lamb put on, 

Were ris'n already ; though of birth so mean 
That Ubertin Donato mourn'd to see, 
When his wife's father sought a match between. 

Nor to Mercato yet from Fiesole 
Was Caponsacco come : Infangato 
And Guida serv'd the city faithfully. 

A thing incredible, yet true, I'll show : 

The gate, that to the wall's less circuit led, 
To Pera's family its name did owe. 
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Each one, th' Insignia bright who quartered 
Of the great Baron, who, at Thomas' feast, 
With name and worth proclaim'd was honoured, 

Through him won knighthood and a noble crest ; 
Though to the popular side now turn'd is he, 
Who fring'd with gold the ensign of his vest. 

The Gualterotti, and Importuni, 
Yet dwelt in Borgo ; where, as well appears, 
More peace had reign'd, if from intruders free. 

The house, whence first arose your bitter tears, 

Through the just wrath, which caus'd your name to 
And clos'd the pleasance of your happy years, [die, 

Was honour'd with its own affinity : 
Buondelmonte, that advice was ill, 
That led thee from the nuptial bed to fly ! 

Many, now mourners, had been joyous still, 
If thee to drown, ere to our city come, 
In Ema's wave, had been the Heavenly Will : 

On the void rock, that guards the bridge, but doom 
Demanded, that the city forth should show 
A victim, when her peace was turn'd to gloom. 

With these, and other like great houses, too, 
Florence at rest I saw ; so free from care, 
That nought she had to cause her tears to flow. 

With houses such I saw her glory appear ; 
Her people so upright, that ne'er revers'd 
She bare the lily on the foeman's spear ; 

Ne'er turn'd to red, through civil broils accurst." 
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As he, of old, who Climene drew nigh, 
To prove if true the tale he sadly heard — 
Whence fathers still a son's vain wish deny — 

1 found me then ; and such I then appear'd 
To Beatrice, and him, who chang'd his site 
Me to accost — that holy Lamp rever'd. 

Wherefore my Lady spake ; " The flame emit 
Of thy desire ; that it abroad may show 
The lineaments, within thee stamp'd aright : , 

Not that our knowledge by thy speech may grow ; 
But that thou custom thee thy thirst to tell, 
That others may the cup more prompt bestow." 
" Stem beloved, rais'd so high to dwell, 
That, as men see how one obtuse alone 
In a triangle can be possible, 

So thou contingencies, when not yet shown, 
Seest in th' event ; for thou the Point dost view, 
To which all times are present, and foreknown ; 

When Virgil me accompanied, and drew 

Up the steep Mount, where souls their health repair, 
And down the depth, where endless death they rue, 

Words of grave import sounded in my ear, 
Touching my future ; though to every blow 
Of accident I feel me set and square. 

Wherefore, it would content me well, to know 
What Fortune now draws near me, to molest ; 
For, when foreseen, the arrow comes more slow." 
Thus to that Lamp, which me had first addrest, 
I made my suit : as Beatrice had will'd, 
So was, accordingly, my will exprest. 
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Not with those equivoques, which erst beguil'd 
The sottish folks, before the Lamb was slain, 
Who sinners unto God hath reconcil'd, 

But with intention clear, and language plain, 
That love paternal, by his smiles display'd 
Through his bright texture, spake to me again ; 
" Contingent things, which outward cast no shade 
Beyond the bounds of earth's material space, 
In the Eternal Vision are pourtray'd. 

Yet hence necessity obtains no place ; 

More than the ship, that down the current steers, 
Is by the eye impelTd, which it may trace. 

Now, as the organ-peal salutes the ears 
In notes, of sweetest modulation, so 
Gomes to my gaze what time for thee prepares. 

Such, as Hippolytus was forc'd to go 
From Athens by a cruel false step-dame, 
Such to depart from Florence doom'd art thou. 

'Tis this they will : e'en now they plot the same, 
Of execution quick ; since plotted, where 
Souls, all day long, are sold in Jesu's Name. 

The common cry 'gainst those, the loss who bear, 
Will rise, as wont ; but vengeance duly sent, 
As minister of truth, will truth declare. 

Whatever to thy soul yields sweet content — 

Thou must relinquish ; 'gainst thee shall be sped 
Thus the first arrow of thy banishment. 

Ay, thou shalt prove how salt another's bread 
Tastes to the stranger ; and how hard the road 
Another's staircase up and down to tread. 

But what shall sink thee most with painful load 
Is, in this vale of misery, to join 
A people reprobate, estrang'd from good. 

Self-will'd, ingrate, profane, they will combine 

To wrong thee ; but o'erwhelming shame shall soon 
Blush scarlet on their faces, not on thine. 
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By its ill fruits shall so be plainly shown 

Their brutishness, that this shall honour thee — 
Aloof from such that thou didst stand alone. 

Thy refuge first, thy first safe hostelry, 

Shall be the kindness of the great Lombard, 
On whose gilt stair the sacred Bird we see. 

For he so tenderly shall thee regard, 

That of the prayer and answer, 'twixt ye two, 
That shall come first, by others last deferr'd. 

With him that other Chieftain thou shalt view, 
So at his birth instinct with this strong Star, 
That high renown shall his great deeds pursue. 

Not to the nations yet these acts appear, 
His youth forbidding ; for the wheels have roll'd 
But nine years round him of the Heavenly sphere. 

But, ere the Gascon in his trammels hold 
Great Henry, of his virtue shall be shown 
Some sparks, in his contempt of toil and golcf. 

His splendid ways shall win such high renown, 
His very foes, how deep soe'er their hate, 
The tbngue compelling, shall his praises own. 

Look thou to him ; his bounteous acts await : 
Many, through him, revers'd in lot shall be — 
The rich made poor, the poor made rich and great. 

This on thy mind impress'd must follow thee ; 
But tell it not ; " and certain things he said, 
Scarce credible to those who live to see : 

Then added : " Son, this is the comment made 
On that, which thou didst hear ; behold the snare, 
Which time will yet for some few years o'ershade. 

Not that I would that thou shouldst envy bear 
Of these thy townsmen : long will life be thine, 
After these traitors their just doom shall share." 

When, from his speech surceasing, that divine 
Spirit gave proof that he was well inclin'd 
To weave the web, wrought after my design, 
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Straight I began, like one of dubious mind, 
Seeking good counsel from a friend to gain — 
A friend discerning, true, and loving kind. 
" Dear father, well I see how time amain 
Paces towards me, and prepares a wound, 
Such, as the faint in Jheart most feel to pain. 

'Tis good with foresight that I gird me round, 
Lest, through my Song, I other homes forego, 
When from my own dear land an exile found. 

Down in the world of ever-galling woe, 

Then on the Mount's fair top, from whence the eyes 
Of this my Lady me the path did show ; 

Last, star by star, while climbing here the skies, 
Things I have learnt, which, when by me retold, 
Would sharp disgust in many cause to rise. 

If prov'd of truth a timorous friend and cold, 
Of fame's undying wreath the loss I fear, 
'Mong those, who present times will name, as old." 

The Light, wherein my new-found treasure dear 
Was smiling at my words, flash'd bright, as when 
The sun illumes a golden mirror clear ; 

Then spake : " Each conscience, darkened with a stain, 
Whether its own, or from another's shame — 
Will, for a certain, of thy song complain. 

Bold, and in nought dissembling, loud proclaim 
What thou hast seen : the Vision fully tell, 
And leave the smart, where conscience finds the 

At the first hearing, should some tastes rebel, [blame. 
Thy words will minister nutrition kind, 
When, after, left to be digested well. 

Thy blazon here shall act, as doth the wind, 
That mostly smites the branches most on high ; 
And this will testify thy noble mind. 

Therefore, along the rolling star-lit sky, 
As on the Mount, as in the vale of woe, 
Souls thee were shown that gain'd celebrity ; 

28 
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For he, who hears, doth ne'er composure know, 
Nor stay his faith by an example, drawn 
From origins obscure, that grovel low, 

And instances, which no bright acts adorn." 
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Apabt, well pleas'd, that blessed spirit still 
Was feeding on his words, and still was I 
Musing my doom commixt of good and ill ; 

When she, who guided me to God most High, 
Address'd me: "Change thy thought; Him think thee 
Who every wrong makes light and easy lie." [near, 

I turn'd me quick, when heard the precept dear 
Of my consoler : then how deep the love, 
Shown in her saintly eyes, I pass by here ; 

Not only, lest my speech unequal prove ; 
But to retrace a like transporting view 
The memory fails, unaided from above : 

Yet so far I record in language true — 
Long, as I gaz'd at that aspect divine, 
No other wish my heart's affection knew. 

While, as the Joy Eternal full did shine 
Direct on Beatrice, the brightness fell 
Beflected from her brow, to gladden mine. 

I sank beneath her smiles — their mighty spell : 
" Turn thee," she said, " and listen : in mine eyes 
Deem not thy Paradise alone to dwell." 

As here we may from looks, at times, surmise 
Th' internal passion, wrought to such degree, 
That the whole soul it agitates and tries, 

So, as flash'd high the blest effulgency, 
To whom I turn'd, his will I came to know 
Expressed — some further parle to hold with me. 
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" In this high Tree's Fifth tier," he said, " by dew 
Vital sustained from the supernal crest, 
Whose fruit and leaves flourish, for ever new, 

Are spirits, who, ere won their heavenly rest, 
Gain'd upon earth a transcendental fame — 
Bich theme, by every bard to be confest. 

Mark then the Cross's horns : he, whom I name, 
Will to thine eyes immediately be shown, 
As on a summer cloud the bolted flame." 

Athwart the Cross I saw a meteor thrown, 

At Joshua's name : that instant with the sound 
Came the effect — the form to me made known. 

And, at the name of Maccabee renown'd, 
Another with a whirl forth issued plain : 
Joy was the lash, spinning its orb around. 

In manner such Orlando and Charlemain, 
Twin lustres, then pursued my close regard ; 
As strains the eye a falcon's flight to gain. 

Then William caught my view, and Einoard, 
And the Duke Godfrey, as I gaz'd along 
That living Cross, and Eobert nam'd Guiscard. 

Forth mov'd and mingled th' other Lights among, 
Himself the spirit show'd, who talk'd with me ; 
And with what skill he shar'd the heavenly song. 

Towards my right side, I turn'd me round, to see 
What Beatrice desir'd me then to do, 
By word or act, as she might signify. 

And I beheld her eyes so lucent glow, 
So joyous, that above the rest she rose; 
Her wont — her own late look — surpassing too. 

And, as from deeper peace, that inward flows 
From doing good, a man, from day to day, 
His growth in grace by sure experience knows ; 

So I discern'd that the supernal sway, 
Whirling me upward had enlarg'd its space, 
When seen its yet more marvellous display. 
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And, as in lady fair the change we trace, 
When of the mantling blush the roseate hue 
Turns pale, relieving so the cumber'd face ; 

Such, as I turn'd me, was she chang'd to view, 
Blanch'd by the nature of the cooler Star, 
The Sixth, which us now to its bosom drew. 

In this glad Jovial torch I saw appear 
Sparks of indwelling love, which visibly 
Wrote letters in our tongue, distinct and clear. 

And, as the birds from up a river fly, 
Greeting the pastures new, that please so well, 
And circling now, now filing, cleave the sky ; 

So sainted Souls, in folds ef light who dwell, 
Sang in their flight co-mingling, and pourtray'd 
The letters of a D, an 7, and L. 

First, to the song attun'd they progress made ; 
Then, forming into one or other sign, 
Paus'd a brief space ; in silence then they stay'd. 

Muse, who makest in bright glory shine 
Poets by thee inspir'd, as, after, they 
Cities and realms for lasting fame enshrine ; 

Me with thy light irradiate, that I may 

These Signs, as read by me, expose to view : 
Now let my notes, in few, thy power display. 

Vowels and consonants in letters true 
Thirty and five they fram'd : I saw them plac'd 
With strict orthography in order due. 
" Diligite justitiam" first was cast 

In letters — verb and noun both perfect found ; 
" Qui judicatis terram 1 * writ was last. 

Then in the M of terram they their ground 
Kept order'd so, that the pale star of Jove 
Look'd silver, set a golden figure round. 

And other Lights, down-streaming from above, 
Bested on M'& bright crest : 'twas my surmise, 
They sang His praise, who thither them did move. 
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Then, as from firebrands in collision, rise 
Sparks without number numerous in mid-air, 
Whence omens vain are drawn by folks unwise, 

More than a thousand Lights were seen to steer 
In flight abroad ; some higher, some less so, 
As by the kindling Sun they sorted were. 

And, as each rested in his station, Lo, 
I saw distinct an Eagle's neck, and head, 
Form'd in resemblance on that upper glow. 

The Framer here was by no guidance led — 
Guide to Himself ; recalling to my mind 
That skill, which teaches birds the nest to spread. 

Th' other blest troop, before so gladly inclin'd 
Above the M to weave the lilied crown, 
Stoop'd gently to complete the form design'd. 

thou sweet Star, to me what proofs were shown, 
Glorious and manifold, that, earth to sway, 
Justice descends from Heaven's high jewell'd throne ! 

Wherefore the Prime Intelligence I pray, 
Source of thy life and vigour, to behold 
From whence is rais'd this smoke, that dims Thy ray ; 

That so His zeal, made known in days of old, 
May smite those traders in the Holy fane, 
By Signs and Blood uprear'd, and not by gold. 

O ye, on whom I gaze, ye Heavenly train, 
Ye warriors, pray for those on earth, far gone 
From the true path in quest of earthly gain. 

Time was, when people fought with swords alone ; 
But now with impious plundering, here and there, 
The Bread, by our good Father kept from none. 

But thou, who dost thy censures deal, to spare, 
Know, that still live Peter and Paul, who bled 
For the beloved Vine, which thou dost tear. 

Well mayst thou say, most him I love, who fled, 
In search of solitude, the world, and who 
For a glad dance to martyrdom was led ; 

For nought of Peter, nought of Paul, I know. 
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Full in my front was seen with wings outspread 

The beauteous Form, that exquisite delight 

On all the spirits, there inwoven, shed : 
Each seem'd a little ruby to the sight ; 

Whereon so glow'd the sun's effulgent ray, 

That in mine eyes reflected shone its light. 
And that, which in my song I must pourtray, 

Voice never utter'd, ink recorded ne'er ; 

Nor fancy knew in all her dreamy play. 
The beak I saw, and heard, discoursing fair : 

It said in human language " I," and " mine," 

Though "we," and " ours," was the true sense it bare. 
And it began ; " In glory here I shine — 

Of my devout and righteous life the meed — 

Thus elevate, in full content divine. 
The fame, I left on earth, doth so exceed, 

That there high praise bad men, compell'd, bestow ; 

Yet little care their lives, alike, to lead." 
As coals, though many, yet one single glow 

Warming exhale, so that blest Image there 

From many loves one single voice did throw. 
Straightway, I said ; " Flowers, for ever fair, 

Smiling for ever, which, though wreath'd in one, 

With sweet variety perfume the air ; 
With your soft breath disperse the doubt anon. 

Whence lengthen'd hunger I endure and pain, 

In search of food on earth, but finding none. 
In Heaven if there be any- where domain, 

That views God's Justice in a mirror clear, 

Sure am I that to yours 'tis open'd plain. 
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Ye know my waiting, thus prepared to hear, 
And well the nature of that doubt ye know, 
Cause of my fast through many a by-gone year." 

As when, his hood withdrawn, the falcon, lo, 

Springs forth, all joy, with head and wings, that move 
Eager for flight, and all his beauty show ; 

So in my sight shone forth that Bird, inwove 
With spirits ever praising Love Divine 
In songs, known only to the Blest above. 

He then began ; " He, on the world's eonfine, 
Who turn'd the compass through unbounded space, 
And wrought things hid, and things, that open shine, 

Yet could not so his perfectness express 
Full on the Universe, but His Word must bide 
Still in an infinite untold excess. 

'Tis prov'd hereby, that he, the first in pride, 
As first in station made, abortive fell, 
Scorning to wait for light, his way to guide. 

Each minor nature, hence, appears, as well, 
Too scant to hold the Eternal Good Supreme 
Dimensionless, which He alone can tell. 

Our vision, therefore, which we rightly deem 
One effluent ray of that commanding mind, 
The Universe that pierces with its beam, 

Can never in its nature, gross and blind, 
Learn that its own high origin must be 
More glorious far than what by sight we find. 

Whate'er your world kens of the Deity — 
Of His Eternal Justice — dives no more 
In depth, than human sight can pierce the sea ; 

Which, though it trace the bottom nigh the shore, 
Is baffled on the vasty ocean, where 
Th* abyss profound forbids the eye to explore. 

Light is there none, save from that Heaven, which ne'er 
Suffers disturbance ; all the rest is shade, 
Through carnal lusts, that dim, or taint, the air. 
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The covering now to thee is open laid, 
"Which veil'd the living Justice from thy sight ; 
Wherefore thy questions were so often made. 

For this thou saidst ; A man first sees the light 
On Indus' banks, far from the Gospel's sound — 
None there of Christ to reason, preach, or write — 

His thoughts and actions all in good abound, 
Well as the sight of mortal mind descries ; 
No blemish in his words and deeds is found : 

An unbeliever, unbaptiz'd, he dies : 
Where then the justice of his endless bane ? 
What blame for unbelief upon him lies ? 

But who art thou, that from so far wouldst scan, 
And, to mete out a thousand miles, wouldst sit 
With vision, reaching scarce the shortest span ? 

In one, with me thus sharpening keen his wit, 
Would rise strange doubtings, to perplex his way, 
Had we no guide, no rule of Holy Writ. 

earth-born creatures, ye minds of clay, 
The Primal Will, Essential Good, did ne'er 
From its own self-inherent goodness stray. 

What to that Will conforms is just so far : 
God by no good create is drawn ; but He 
Shining that good begets, His own to share." 

As o'er the nest the parent stork we see 
Wheeling eircuitous, when fed her young, 
Who fond regard her with uplifted eye ; 

So look'd the Blessed Effigy ; so stood 
I with brow elevate ; the Bird upstay'd 
By wills, which, many, yet one action show'd. 
" As sound to thee," wheeling it sang, and said, 
" My notes, not comprehended, even so 
Eternal Judgment is to men display'd." 

Soon from their whirl as eeas'd these fires, that glow, 
Lit by the Holy Ghost, that Sign inside, 
Which made the Boman name a terror grow, 
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Utterance it then resum'd ; " No one, devoid 
Of faith in Christ, hath to this Empire soar'd, 
Before, or since, He on the nail'd wood Died. 

But mark the many, that exclaim, ' Lord, Lord,' 
Who, in the Judgment, farther off will stand, 
Than he, who Christ ne'er heard of, nor ador'd. 

And all such Christians will the Ethiop brand, 
When the two classes meet, and go away — 
One ever rich, one poor, on either hand. 

What can the Persians of your monarchs say, 
When the dread Book, unclasp'd before their eyes, 
Shall of these monarchs all the sins display ? 

There, amid Albert's works, without disguise 
This will be shown, for which the Judge will score 
For punishment — that Prague deserted lies. 

There will be shown the lamentation sore 
On Seine's fair banks, through him, who falsified 
The coin, whose death prepares the tusky boar. 

There will be shown the rival frontier pride, 
That stirs the Scot and sotted Englishman, 
To break the bounds, denn'd on either side. 

There, too, the ways effeminate, and vain, 

Of Spain's great King, and of Bohemia ; him, 
Who virtue never sought, nor wish'd to gain ; 

There, too, the cripple of Jerusalem, 
Whose bounteous acts the figure I may hold, 
His evil, scarce contain'd within an M. 

The mercenary meanness shall be told 
Of him, who doth the burning island sway, 
Where his long life Anchises clos'd, of old. 

His littleness the better to display, 
The letters will be marr'd, his name that trac'd ; 
And these, in narrow compass, much will say. 

Then shall by ail be seen the shifts debas'd, 
Us'd by the uncle, and his brother, who 
Twin crowns, and such a nation, have disgrac'd. 
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Him, too, of Portugal, the Book will show — 
Of Norway, Him ; of Bascia, him, the coin 
Who forg'd at Venice, to his own deep woe. 

Hungary blest, if henceforth thou decline 
Bad government ; thou, too, Navarre, art blest, 
If arm'd by that strong mountain-belt of thine. 

As if in earnest of that need confest, 
Now Famagosta, Nicosia, too, 
Bewail, and clamour for, their evil beast, 

Who with the rest delights to herd and go." 



■+0+- 



CANTO XX. 

When all the world's Light-bearer on his way 
Downward has left our hemisphere, and gone 
Is near, on every side, the waning day ; 

The heavens, erewhile lit by her beams alone, 
Shine out — no pause between — all newly drest 
With countless stars, that take their light from one. 

My mind conceiv'd the semblance thus exprest, 
When as the Ensign, that the world display'd 
And its high Leaders, from discoursing ceas'd. 

For all those souls, in living light array'd, 

Sang instant, and with far more brilliant show, 
Songs, from my memory soon to slip, and fade. 

Love, most sweet, in smiles that deck'st thee so, 
How did Thy kindling in those fires appear, 
Good thoughts alone inspir'd by Thee to know ! 

Soon as the jewels, luminous, and dear, 
In the Sixth Light which I beheld inlaid, 
Hush'd their Angelic notes, I seem'd to hear 

A murmuring, by a limpid river made, 
From rock to rock whose waters falling down 
The fulness of the Fount above betray'd. 
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And, as the lute its modulated tone 
Takes at the neck, and, when a pipe we play, 
Within the ventages our breath is thrown ; 

So without pause for silence, or delay, 
Uprose that murmur of th' Imperial Bird 
Along the neck, as by a hollow way. 

It there found voice ; from thence distinct were heard 
Words issuing articulate ; and these 
Such as I wish'd, words to my heart endear'd. 
" That part in me, which dares the solar rays 
In mortal eagles, now with searching eye 
Behold," the voice began, " and stedfast gaze. 

For 'mong the Fires, forming mine effigy, 
Those, that, as eyes, shine sparkling in. the head, 
Bank over all supreme in order high. 

He in the midst, as in the pupil's steady 
Was the precentor of the Paraclete, 
From town to town the Ark of God who led. 

Now knows he the full worth his anthem sweet 
Won from his own religious loving vow, 
By this — its recompence, so just, and meet. 

Then, of the five, that o'er mine eyebrows glow, 
He, to the beak who most is planted near, 
Sooth'd, of her son bereft, the widow's woe. 

Now knows he what the penalty severe, 
For Christ, not follow'd, by the experience made 
Of pains in Hell, of Heavenly pleasures here. 

He next in the circumference displayed, 
Whereof I speak, high in its curve, death's hand 
Beady to smite, by true repentance stay'd : 

Now knows he, that unchangeable doth stand 
The Judgment Everlasting ; though to-day 
The morrow prove, at holy prayer's demand. 

That other yielded to the Pastor's sway, 
Who, meaning good, whence evil fruit arose, 
To Greece with me his Statutes bare away. 
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Now knows he, that the bad effect, which grows 

From his good deed, leaves him unharm'd ; although 

Seed to the world of desolating woes. 
And he, thon notest in the sloping brow, 

Was William ; him laments the land, that sore 

For Charles and Frederick grieves, both living now. 
Now knows he well, how Heaven rejoices o'er 

A righteous King ; and this he showeth still 

In flashing thus more lively than before. 
Who would believe, knowing this world of ill, 

That he of Troy — Eipheus — should be found 

Fifth in the Orb, which these bright lustres nil ? 
Now knoweth he, how gifts of Grace abound, 

Far beyond all, to mortal eyes made bare, 

Though, yet, he cannot reach the abyss profound." 
As the young lark ranges the mid- way air, 

First with glad song, then silent stops, as though. 

Well sated with the last sweet note she were ; 
Like seem'd the lordly Symbol, fram'd to show 

The Eternal pleasure, to whose Will we trace 

The being of each thing — above, below. 
And in my doubts, although I was like glass, 

That shows externally the colouring hue, 

Yet did I not let time in silence pass ; 
But " Who are these ? " my doubt self-acting drew 

Forth from my lips, the passage forc'd amain ; 

Whereat I saw joys mighty flash anew. 
Then, straight, wih aspect more inflam'd, again 

Me answer gave the blest Symbolic Bird — 

No longer me in wonder to detain. 
" I mark, that thou believest, on my word, 

These things, but yet beholdest not the why ; 

So that truth lies conceal'd, with faith though heard. 
Thou art as one, a thing who readily 

Knoweth by name, yet cannot ascertain 

Its essence, till another help supply. 
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Regnum calorum violence doth sustain 
From ardent love, from lively hope, whose power 
The Will Divine is mighty to constrain. 

Not, as when man his neighbour triumphs o'er, 
That Will surrenders : it would fain be won ; 
And, conquer'd, by its kindness conquers more. 

The First Light, and the Fifth, in th' eyebrow shown, 
Surprise thee ; that by such should here be grac'd 
The region, which the holy Angels own. 

Christians, not Gentiles — as thou deem'st — at last 
Their bodies they put off : both firm believ'd ; 
One, in the Cross to come ; one, in it past. 

For this one bare from Hell his bones reviv'd — 

From Hell, where none desire the Heavenly flight — 
Hence lively hope its due reward receiv'd ; 

That lively hope, which rested all its might 
On prayer for his revival to the Lord, 
And that his will again might move aright. 

His self-same glorious spirit thus restor'd 
To his own flesh, where brief was its abode, 
Believ'd in Him, all help who could afford. 

With true love's heat his faith so strongly glow'd, 
That he was counted, when he died again, 
A worthy guest to share this feast of God. 

That other, from so deep a fontal vein 
Of Grace emerges, that no creature-eye 
E'er pierc'd its origin to ascertain. 

Most dear to him, on earth, was honesty : 
Wherefore God gave him, through abounding grace, 
The great Eedemption, ere it came, to espy. 

And of the faith so firm was his embrace, 
No longer Pagan filthiness he bare ; 
But boldly chode the wicked to their face. 

Instead of Baptism, those three Ladies, ere 
Baptism a thousand years — whom thou before 
At the right wheel didst see — his sponsors were. 
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Predestination I Oh, how deep thy core 
Lies far conceal'd from their inquiring view, 
Who cannot the Prime Cause, in full, explore ! 

And, ye mortals, keep ye ever slow 
In judgment ; because we, who God espy, 
Not yet all those, who are elected, know. 

And sweet to us is such deficiency ; 
For in this good our good is perfect made, 
When with the Will of God our wills comply." 

Thus by that Form Divine — the light display'd 
To shine upon my vision scant, and blind- 
The medicine sweetly soothing was convey'd. 

And as, when song, and harp, are well combined, 
The voice obeys the instrumental thrill, 
Shedding new sweetness on the listener's mind, 

So, while it spake, if memory serves me still, 
I saw the two high blessed Lustres show, 
As eyelids, twinkling with accordant will, 

And, with the words, the more intensely glow. 
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Now were mine eyes on Beatrice again 
Center'd : there all my heart was fastened, too ; 
Hence nought, without, regard from me could gain. 

She spake, but did not smile ; " Were I to show 
My countenance in smiles, the sight would thee, 
Like Semele, reduce in ashes low : 

Because my beauty, in more high degree 
Quickens along the Heavenly palace-stair, 
Higher we mount, as thou thyself dost see. 

And, if the gorgeousness unbated were 

Left in full blaze, thy strength of mortal clay, 
Would be the leaf, that lightnings rend and tear. 
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We have attaint to the Seventh Star, whose ray 
From underneath the fiery Lion's breast, 
Strikes on the earth with a co-mingling sway. 

Let now thy mind second thine eyes, in quest ; 
And let these be thy mirrors, bright, and true, 
The form to show thee in this Orb exprest." 

He, who conceives what feast of love, I knew, 
When gazing raptur'd on her blessed face, 
My thoughts meanwhile call'd off to objects new, 

Will readily the joy, I tasted, trace, 
In prompt obeying my celestial Guide, 
When, balanced so, each pleasure found its place. 

Within the Crystal, that with compass wide 

Enrounds the world, nam'd from that Monarch dear, 
Under whose governance all evil died, 

I saw a Ladder luminous appear, 
As when the solar beams on gold are shed : 
Its top so high, all sight was vanquished there. 

And in my view Splendours so many sped 
Adown the steps, methought, that every light, 
Seen in the Heavens to shine was there outspread. 

And, as the crows, instinctively, their flight 
Besume together at the break of day, 
Warming their pinions, chilTd by dewy night ; 

When some pursue, not to return, their way, 
Others fly back, to gain the cherish'd nest ; 
While others, whirling, on the spot delay ; 

Such was th' appearance of those spirits blest, 
Their luminous approach who clustering made, 
As to a certain step they downward prest. 

And one, the nearest us his flight who stay'd, 
So brighten'd, that I spake with inward thought ; 
" Full well I trace the love, by thee display'd." 

But she, on whom I waited to be taught 

Time fit for speech and silence, mute was still : 
Wherefore, reluctant, no request I brought. 
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Then she, in my reserve who saw my will, 
Mirror'd in His regard, who seeth all, 
Unto me said ; " Thy longing wish fulfil." 

Then I ; " In me no merit can avail 

To gain me thy response : for her dear sake 
I ask, who gives me grace on thee to call. 

Blest soul, that of thy joyous light dost make 
Thy secret dwelling-place, deign me to apprise, 
Why thou the step, nearest to me, dost take. 

And tell me, why the songs of Paradise, 
So sweetly blending in each wheel below, 
Fail in this wheel to charm the listening skies." 
" Mortal, as weak thy sight, thine ear is slow : " 
He answer'd me; " that cause our singing stays, 
Which made thy Beatrice her smiles forego. 

Along the Ladder's consecrated ways 
Descending am I come, thy joy to move 
By speech, and by the light, that me arrays. 

Nor am I nearest thee from greater love ; 

For love here burns, as great, and greater still ; 
This to thy sight these flashing signals prove. 

But the Prime Love, which binds us to that Will, 
That governs all with unresisted sway, 
Gives each his place, as thou dost see, to fill." 

Then I ; " Bight well I mark, sacred Bay, 
How love, left free to act, constraineth here 
The Providence Eternal to obey : 

Yet this I find a question hard to clear — 
Why, mid thy fellows, thou alone wast found 
The one predestin'd on this task to appear." 

Scarce had my words attain'd their closing bound, 
Ere on his centre 'gan the illumin'd Shade, 
Swift, as a mill to whirl, with joy around : 

The charity within then answer made ; 

" The.Light of Heaven, wherein I live enshrin'd, 
Strikes on my vision, through these folds convey'd. 
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Its virtual power, when with my sight combin'd, 
Above myself so lifts me, that I gaze 
On the Chief Essence, that impregns my mind. 

From hence the full of joy, wherewith I blaze ; 
For, as I trace distinct the Glory bright, 
So, in a measure, shine my borrow'd rays. 

But not that soul, in Heaven most bath'd in light, 
Or Seraphim, most near to Deity, 
Is able thy demand to answer right. 

For in the abyss of the untim'd decree 
The subject of thy doubt lies sunk so far, 
It no created eye can searching see. 

When to the dying world restor'd, declare 

What now I speak ; that so th' unfathom'd gloom 
None ever to invade may rashly dare. 

In Heaven, the soul is light ; on earth, 'tis fume : 
See, then, how little it can reach below, 
Since failing here, where Heaven doth it illume." 

His words of verity constrain'd me so, 

That question I forbare ; not asking more, 
Than, reverently meek, his name to know. 

A rocky pile, 'tween each Italian shore, 
Thy country near, so stretches to the skies, 
That far beneath is heard the thunder's roar. 

It forms a ridge, Catria by name, where lies 
A shrine, beneath, in a religious shade, 
Whence prayers were wont to the true God to rise." 

Thus, the third time addressing me, he said, 
His speech pursuing ; " In this lone retreat 
Such strict devotion unto God I paid, 

That, well content with olives for my meat, 
I glad the cold endur'd, the scorching sky, 
Passing my days in holy musings sweet. 

That shrine was custom'd largely to supply 
These heavens ; but so scanty now the store, 
That soon must come the stern detecting eye. 
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There I was Peter Damian ; and, before, 
Peter the sinner, dwelt I in the home 
Of our dear Lady blest, on Adria's shore. 

3ut brief the space between me and the tomb, 
When I consenting was that Hat to wear, 
Which now, from bad to worse, is worst become. 

Came Cephas, and the chosen Vessel, there, 
Full of the Holy Ghost, barefoot and lean ; 
Nor heeding," whence to fetch their simple fare. 

Our Prelates now on either side are seen 

Propp'd up, so bulky grown ; they ask a guide 
In front ; a page, behind, to bear the train. 

In ample cloaks they wrap the mules they ride : 
Beneath one skin two beasts, thus coupled, go — 
Patience, that such things dost so abide ! " 

While thus he spake, new Lights with splendour new 
The steps descended, and wheel'd round the stair ; 
And, at each turn, their shapes more lovely grew. 

Encircling Damian, then they halted there : 
And a loud cry they rais'd, of such rebound, 
That never on the earth could like compare : 

All sense I lost, unknown what meant the sound. 
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With stupor thus opprest, I to my guide 
Betook me, as a child, that ever there 
Runs in distress, where most his hopes abide. 

And she, like mother fond, whose tender care 
Comes instant to her pale and gasping son, 
With gentle voice, so wont to calm his fear, 

Said; " Know'st thou not, that Heaven thou now hast 
And know'st thou not, that all is good above — [won ? 
All here in holy zeal uprightly done ? 
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How would the song, how would my smiles of love, 
Thee have transform'd, bethink thee, if the cry, 
Heard lately, so does thee oppress and move ? 

Hadst thou but known the prayer, these shouts imply, 
Told unto thee already were the dire 
Vengeance, thine eyes shall see, before thou die. 

Smites upon earth the sword of righteous ire 
Nor swift, nor slow ; save, as th' impending wound 
Is waited for in dread, or with desire. 

But now towards others bend thy look around ; 
For thou shalt see souls of illustrious praise, 
If to my word thou art obedient found." 

Quick, at her will, I turn'd about to gaze, 
And saw a hundred little Spheres, that drew 
Increase of beauty from each other's rays, 

I stood, as one, who labours to subdue 
His eagerness to know ; nor speaks, for fear 
Lest his request o'erpass the limit due. 

And, lo, a larger and more shining Star 
Approach'd as from amid the pearly quire, 
Come to content my wish, without my prayer. 

And from within I heard ; " The fond desire 
Didst thou, as I, trace of our fervent love, 
Thou wouldst have told thy mind with trust entire. 

But, lest by waiting thou a hindrance prove 
To thy last aim sublime, without delay 
The thought I answer, which thee so doth move. 

That mountain-summit, on whose upland way 
Cassino stood, was often sought, of yore, 
By tribes, who sunk in vice and darkness lay. 

In me behold the first, who thither bore 

The Name of Him, who unto earth convey'd 
The Truth, refin'd by which, so high we soar. 

And to my mission such the Grace display'd, 
That the adjoining districts I withdrew 
From the foul worship, which the world betray'd. 
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These other Flames, alike, were votaries true 
All of the life contemplative, the fire 
Who felt, whence flower and fruit so plenteous grew. 

Macarius here, Bomoaldo here retire ; 
Here are my brothers, who, in sacred cell, 
Renounc'd the world, and kept their souls entire." 

Then I to him ; " The friendliness, that well 

Speaks in thy words, and love's appearance bland, 
In all thy glistening troop so visible, 

With confidence hath me enlarg'd, and mann'd ; 
As, when the sun unfolds the budding rose, 
And to the fullest makes its cup expand. 

Father, I therefore pray thee to disclose, 
Whether such Grace awaits me, that I see 
Thyself without the veil, that outward glows." 
" Thy wish aspiring, brother,*' answer'd he, 

" Shall gain its end in th' Empyreum, where 
All wishes, thine and mine, fulfill'd shall be. 

To perfectness complete matur'd is there 
Each noble wish ; and in that Sphere alone 
All things continue, as at first they were. 

Place it knows none ; on poles it is not thrown : 
Thither our Ladder mounteth high ; but sight 
Toils after it in vain, to reach the crown. 

Jacob the Patriarch, in a vision bright, 
Saw it uplifted, with so good a store 
Freighted of Angels, to the topmost height. 

But none from earth to scale it, and explore, 
Now take their parting ; and my Rules remain, 
As parchment waste, torn up, or scribbled o'er. 

Where the walls rose of the time-honour'd fane, 
Now robbers lurking lie : the sacred hood 
Serves, as a sack, to hoard unhallow'd grain. 

But no such sin is usury to God 
Offensive, as the mercenary pay, 
Which so besots the monkish heart from good. 
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For what the Church collects, from day to day, 
Is all for God's poor beadsman, in his dearth ; 
None got for kinsmen ; none for worse, than they. 

Now is man's flesh so morbid, that' on earth 
A good beginning for less time will hold, 
Than intervenes the seed and acorn's birth. 

Peter began with silver none, nor gold ; 

And I, with prayer and fasting : Francis, too, 
Fram'd in humility the cloistral fold. 

And, if thou mark how each commenc'd, then view 
The steps, by which they subsequently stray'd, 
It will be seen that dark from white they grew. 

Jordan, full sure, was forc'd to retrograde, 
God speaking ; back in terror fled the main — 
Less marvels, than if here He granted aid." 

Thus he address'd me ; and thence join'd again 
His colleagues : swift, then, as the whirlwind, they 
Swept all aloft in one compacted train. 

My Lady me, the troop when fled away, 

Mov'd, by a sign alone, to mount the stair- 
Such her ability my mind to sway. 

No movement, up and down, on earth, was e'er 
In nature's course so rapid, that it might 
Ever, for speed, with my ascent compare. 

As to return to this high glorious site 

Header, I hope — for which hope's sake I blame 
With tears my sins, and on my bosom smite — 

Thou hadst not thrust thy finger in the flame, 
Nor snatch'd it thence, ere I had seen the Sign, 
That follows Taurus, and had reach'd the same. 

O glorious Stars ! Lights, with power Divine 
Impregnate, to whose effluence I owe 
Whate'er of intellect in me may shine ; 

With you arose, and set, the Father, who, 
Shining, is life to all the mortal race, 
When first the Tuscan air a child I drew. 
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And, after, when to me was given such Grace, 

That the high Sphere I reach'd, which whirls you 
In your domain was my allotted place. [round, 

And now to you mf soul with awe profound, 

Breathes suppliant, that, to gain the hard emprize 
Attracting me, your strength in me abound ! 

Then began Beatrice ; " Thou near dost rise 
To the Last Blessedness : and so 'tis meet 
Betimes thou get thee clear and piercing eyes. 

Before, then, thou proceed to enter it, 

See, bending downward, what a world below 
Already thou hast plac'd beneath thy feet ; 

That, to the uttermost, in joyous show 
Thy heart present thee to the festive train, 
Who travel with delight this ether through.' ' 

The Seven bright Orbs I with my sight again 
Pass'd in review : and such our globe was shown, 
That scarcely from a smile I could refrain. 

And that man's verdict, as the best, I own, 

Which it but light esteems ; and they, who choose 
Another lot, in truth, are wise alone. 

I saw Latona's daughter full disclose 
Her beams, nor with that veil, which made my mind 
Her substance to be rare and dense suppose. 

The aspect of thy son I now sustain'd, 
Hyperion ; I beheld, him round and near, 
Their courses Maia and Dione wind. 

Thence did, between the sire and son, appear 
The Orb of Jove attempering ; thence the face 
Which each in its revolve is seen to wear. 

How vast their magnitude, how swift their pace, 
Show'd the Seven Planets all in order bright, 
And how, apart, each kept the order'd place. 

This inch of earth, for which men fiercely fight, 
As I roll'd on with the Eternal Twain, 
From mountain unto shore was all in sight : 

Then to the beauteous eyes I turn'd again. 
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After repose in the dear leafy nest 

With her sweet brood, the mother-bird, when night 
Hides all around beneath its sable vest, 

That early she may have them in her sight, 
And needful food in store betimes may lay — • 
A task laborious, yet her fond delight — 

Forestalls the hour on some projecting spray, 
And with nx'd eye awaits the solar glow, 
Longing intensely, till the birth of day ; 

So stood erect with rais'd expectant brow 
My Lady ; her regard still thither bent, 
Where lesser speed the sun appears to show. 

And I, when mark'd her wistful gaze intent, 
Became, as one, watching for something new, 
Who anxious hopes, and hoping finds content. 

But brief the interval between the two — 
This my suspense I mean, and when the sky, 
O'erspread with gradual light, more radiant grew. 

Behold," said Beatrice, " the legions nigh 
Of Christ in triumph i yonder see the crown, 
The harvest, that these whirling wheels supply. 

It was, as though a-blaze her visage shone, 
Her eyes so brimming with delight were seen, 
No words can it express, and I pass on. 

As Trivia smiles in her full orb serene, 
Mid her eternal nymphs, on every side 
Who paint with beauty Heaven's high arching screen, 

A Sun, rais'd o'er unnumber'd Lights, I spied, 
Who one and all from it their shining drew, 
As o'er the earth the stars are thus supplied- 
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Through the live Light transparent, to my view 
The lucid Substance shone so passing clear, 
As instantly my vision to subdue. 
" Beatrice," I cried, " kind Leader dear" — 

And she at once ; " That, which o'ercomes thee so, 
A Virtue is, no eye can see and bear. 

Here is the Wisdom, here the Puissance, who 

Unclos'd the way 'tween Heaven and lost mankind, 
Whom ages so prolong'd desir'd to know." 

As from a cloud when lightning, there confin'd, 
Breaks forth abroad, expatiating free, 
Then sinks, though not by nature thus inclin'd ; 

So, feasted by those joys abundantly, 
My soul expanding now itself forsook ; 
Nor memory knows what then became of me. 
" Behold me, as I am, with stedfast look ; 

For thou hast seen that, which will thee sustain 
The dazzle of my smile henceforth to brook." 

I stood, as one, the spell who feels again 
Of a forgotten dream, its tangled maze 
Who labours to recover, but in vain ; 

Soon as I heard this offer, claiming praise 
And gratitude so deep, that time shall ne'er 
From the recorded past the debt erase. 

Did Polyhymnia and her sisters fair 

Come to my aid, and all their voices join, 
Enrich'd with eloquence most sweet and rare, 

Not by a thousand could this song of mine 
Beach to express those saintly smiling eyes ; 
Nor tell how pure that aspect and divine. 

And so our Sacred Verse, which Paradise 
Would fain depict, by leaps must progress make, 
As one, who meets a cleft, that path denies. 

But of the weighty theme who note will take, 
And of the mortal shoulder, weak to bear, 
Would blame withhold, if overstrain'd it shake. 
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Not this a sea, for little boats to dare, 

Whose waves I plow with keel direct and bold ; 
Nor for a pilot, shunning toil and care. 
44 Why doth my face thee so enamour'd hold, 

That scarce thine eyes the Garden fair regard, 
Which flowers beneath Christ's rays of purest gold ? 

Here is the Rose, wherein made flesh appear'd 
The Word Divine ; and here the lilies thrive, 
By whose sweet breath this way to Heaven was 

Thus Beatrice ; and I, as one alive [steer' d." 

Ever to her good rede, myself applied 
Against my lids infirm again to strive. 

As when the sun pours down a luminous tide 

Through a rift cloud, from shady bower mine eyes 
A flower-bepainted mead at times have spied ; 

So did I see, cluster'd in companies, 
And from above illum'd, bright Forms alight ; 
Yet saw I not from whence they took their rise. 

Thou, in whom they shine, Thou genial might, 
Higher Thou didst uplift Thee, that Thy ray 
Might fall more gently on my feeble sight 1 

The mention of the Bose, to whom I pray — 
Fair flower — at morn and eve, me wholly made 
Attent the chiefest Lustre to survey ; 

And soon as on mine eyes were full pourtray'd 
The bulk and nature of the live Star, found 
To rule above, as when on earth display'd, 

A Cresset from within the Heaven profound 
Descended, which, in manner of a crown, 
The Star encompass'd, and then whirl'd around. 

What melody soe'er on earth we own, 

Sweetest of all, with fondest rapture heard, 
Would prove a thunder-crash of grating tone, 

If with the music of that Lyre compar'd, 
Which for the Sapphire blest a chaplet wove, 
Ensapphir'd whence the very Heavens appear'd. 
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" I am the Love Angelic : thus I move 

Crowning the Joy sublime, breath'd from the womb, 
Where dwelt the world's desire of bliss above. 

And thus, Lady of Heaven, for aye to come 
I crown thee, as thou dost thy Son attend, 
Heightening the glory of thine enter'd home." 

The strains, in circles sung, here found an end ; 
And, Mary's name to celebrate, aloud 
The other Lights all now their voices blend. 

The Boyal Mantle, which doth overshroud 
All the voluminous heavens — to God most nigh, 
Most with His heat, His genial power endued — 

Eemote afar so lifted up on high 
Its concave under-floor, that not in sight 
Yet, where I stood, appear'd its majesty. 

Wherefore mine eyes had no command of might 
To follow the ascending crowned Star, 
After the Seed Divine that took her flight. 

And, as a babe to its own mother dear 

Beaches its arms, the milk when newly ta'en, 
Its fervent love thus fondly making clear, 

Each of those shining ones with upward strain 
Lifted its crest ; and so the loving mind, 
To Mary borne, by me was witness'd plain. 

Then in my sight they tarried there behind, 

" Thou Queen of Heaven," singing so sweet, that now 
Within me still the lingering spell I find. 

O plenteousness of Grace, how vast thy flow, 
Those vessels to enrich, who labour'd sore 
Ploughing the field, the seed of Life to sow ! 

He liveth here, and joys in all the store, 
Bought with his bitter tears in Babylon, 
An exile, when renounc'd the golden ore ; 

He, under God's and Mary's mighty Son, 

Here triumphs, the victorious prize of Heaven 
Who, with the Old and New Collegiates, won — 

He, unto whom such glorious Keys were given. 



( 379 ) 



CANTO XXIV. 

" fellowship, Elect to share the food, 

Of the Bless 'd Lamb's great Supper, the repast 
That ever satisfies your wish with good, 

If, by God's favour, this one some foretaste 
Gains of the fragments, your excess of store, 
Ere, limited by death, his time is past, 

Ponder his large desire, I you implore ; 
Gently bedew him : at the fontal head, 
Spring of his thoughts, ye drink for evermore." 

Thus Beatrice pray'd : whereon those Spirits glad, 
Flashing, as 'twere a comet's fiery line, 
Themselves like spheres, on poles revolving, made. 

And, as the wheels within a clock's machine 
So wind their courses, that the observing eye 
Sees the first still, the last in swift incline ; 

So all those Spheres, with carols dancing by, 
Slowly or quick revolving, made me know 
The wealth, in each, of its felicity. 

Forth from that one, I deem'd most beauteous, lo, 
I saw a Flame evolve, with joy so crown'd, 
None of their number could like brightness show. 

And three times Beatrice it mov'd around, 
Warbling a song, so heavenly exquisite, 
My fancy toils in vain to wake the sound. 

Wherefore my pen slurs what I cannot write ; 
For no imagination can declare 
Such deepen'd folds; no colour give them light. 
" sainted sister mine, thy holy prayer, 

That speaks the loving ardour of thy breast, 
Dislodges me from this my beauteous sphere. " 
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Pausing awhile that Luminary blest 

Then towards my Lady turn'd the breath, that so 
In vocal utterance these words exprest. 

And she ; " Light, that can no setting know, 
Light of the Prince, to whom our Saviour gave 
Of this strange joy the Keys, He bare below ; 

With questions, as thou list, easy and grave, 

Well prove him, touching the Belief, whose might 
Embolden'd thee to walk upon the wave. 

Whether he loves, believes, and hopes aright, 
Thou knowest ; for thy vision enters, where 
All things are pictur'd in the perfect light. 

But, since of citizenship is given a share 
To a true Faith in this Imperial State, 
'Tis well that to its praise he witness bear." 

As the probationer is seen to wait 

In silence, ere the Master down has laid 
. The theme, to prove it, not to terminate ; 

Myself I so prepar'd, while this she said, 
With store of reasons ; thus alert to be 
For querist such, and such profession made. 
" Say, as a Christian, in sincerity, 

What is Belief : " on this, I rais'd my brow 
Towards the Lamp, which this outbreath'd to me ; 

And, then, to Beatrice, who made me know 
Quickly by sign, that from my inner cell 
The water I should draw, above to flow. 
" Oh, may the Grace, which me permits to tell 
Of Faith to thee, its Guide in chief, array 
My thoughts with terms exact, befitting well ! " 
" Father, as truly," — I went on to say — 

" Wrote thy beloved brother, by whose hand, 
Aided by thine, Borne knew the living way ; 

Faith is the substance of things hop'd for, and 
The proof assur'd of things beyond our sight : 
'Tis thus, that I its essence understand." 
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And then I heard, " Thou dost conceive aright, 
If well withal thou knowest, wherefore he 
It substance first ; and, then, it proof did write." 
" The mysteries profound," then promptly I, 

" Here freely shown me, and without disguise, 
Beneath are veil'd in such obscurity, 

That only in Belief their being lies ; 

Grafted on such believing, Hope doth grow : 
And hence it comes a substance Faith implies. 

From this Belief we needs must frame below 
Our reasoning ; for by sight we nothing find : 
And hence in Faith an evidence we know." 

Then heard I ; " If on earth whatever kind 
Of truth dogmatical was so confest, 
Boom none were left for sophistry to blind." 

These words forth breath'd that loving ardour blest, 
Adding ; " Full well this coin, on my review, 
For purity and weight has borne the test. 

But hast thou it in thy possession, too ? 

Tell me : " "I have ; and all so bright and sound, 
In nowise that I doubt its nature true." 

In sequel then rose from that Lamp profound 

This question ; " Say, from whence unto thee came 
That precious gem, of every grace the ground, 

And principle ? " Then I ; " The plenteous stream 
Of God the Holy Ghost, so largely spread 
On the two Testaments — in both the same — 

Is the keen logic, which my reason led 
To such a sure conclusion, that compar'd 
All demonstration else seems blunt and dead." 
" The Ancient and New premiss," then I heard, 

" Which makes thee thus conclude so firm and bold, 
Wherefore dost thou, as God's own Word, regard ?" 

And I ; " The works, that follow'd it, unfold 
Its perfect truth ; works such, as Nature ne'er 
By iron, or by anvil, yet could mould." 
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'Twas answer'd me ; " Who thee assures, declare, 
Those works — thine evidence-=-e'er came to pasW 
Hast thou found any to these facts to swear ? " 
" An if the world without miraculous Grace 
Christian became, such miracle," I said, 
" Would well suffice ; none other need we trace : 

For thou, the field of this bad world to invade, 
Hungred and poor didst come ; to plant that Tree, 
Once a rich Vine, but now a bramble made.* 

This ended, straight in all its holy glee 
The Court sublime made sound through every sphere 
" Te Deum: " nowhere else such Jubilee. 

And that great Chieftain, who, with test severe 
Searching, had drawn me on from spray to spray, 
Till now the leaf remotest we were near, 

Kesum'd ; " The Grace, with love's endearing play 
Wooing thy soul of Faith thus far to tell, 
To thee as needed, hath unclos'd the way. 

I to thy words set my approving seal : 
But now thou must declare, what thou dost hold 
By Faith; from whence thy Faith arose, as well." 
" saintly Father-spirit, who dost behold 
That, which believ'd, enabled thee to haste 
Swifter, when reach'd the grave, than feet less old" — 

Then I — " that clearly should by me be trac'd 
The Form of my Belief, thou dost require ; 
And the foundation, too, on which 'tis plac'd. 

I answer ; I Believe in God, One Sire, 

Eternal, who, Himself unmov'd, doth move 
All Heaven by love, and by supreme desire. 

And this Belief not only do I prove 
By inference of reason ; but maintain 
Its truth from sources streaming from above — 

Moses, the Prophets, and the Psalmist's strain, 
The Gospels, and yourselves ; since ever ye 
Were of the Holy Spirit born again. 
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And I believe that there are Persons Three, 

Eternal, in One God ; these so conjoin'd, 

That in the Godhead sunt and est agree. 
This mystical Tri-union, thus defin'd, 

The doctrine Evangelic many a time 

Has forcibly imprinted on my mind. 
This is the germ of Faith ; the sparkling prime 

Grown to a flame, more vivid that appears 

Within me flashing, as a star sublime." 
As when some tidings glad the Master hears, 

He folds the servant fondly to his breast, 

So much the tale, when told, his spirit cheers ; 
My Creed rehears'd, with Benediction blest, 

Nor without song, three times encircled me, 

The Lamp Apostolick, at whose behest 
I spake ; with my discourse so pleas'd was he. 
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If e'er it fortunes, that the Sacred strain, 

Whereto both Heaven and earth have lent a share, 
The which for years has shrunk my mortal vein, 

Vanquish the cruelty, which me doth bar 
From that fair fold, where, as a lamb, I lay 
Beset by wolves in their destructive war, 

With other fleece, with other song, that day, 
I shall return — a Poet ; and the crown 
At my Baptismal font shall bear away : 

Into that Faith, to God which souls makes known, 
For there it was, that I did entry gain, 
And, since me Peter wreath'd, my trial won. 

A Lamp then mov'd towards us from the train, 
From whence came forth the Primate among those, 
Whom Jesus left His office to sustain. 
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My Lady then, as one, whose joy o'erflows, 
Exclaim'd ; " See, see the Chief, whose tomb to spy, 
On earth the pilgrim to Galicia goes." 

As when a pigeon to her mate draws nigh, 
With gentle coo familiar they declare, 
Each to the other, its dear sympathy ; 

So saw I each of this illustrious pair 
Of holy Palatines his partner greet, 
Praising the food of Angels, eaten there. 

But, ended when their gratulation sweet, 
Each in my presence keeping silence stay'd, 
So flaming, that the flash I could not meet. 

Then Beatrice with smiling aspect said ; 

" Spirit renown'd, whose hand the large delight 
Of this our Boyal mansion has pourtray'd, 

Let Hope be sounded on this blissful height, 

Of thee well known, whose words its praises tell, 
So oft, as on the three Christ shone more bright. " 
" Lift up thy head ; all diffidence expel : 

Eor need requires that by our Heavenly glow 
That, which is grown on earth, should ripen well.' , 

The Lamp, last come, this kindly bade me do : 
Wherefore mine eyes unto the Hills so strong 
I rais'd, whose dazzling weight had sunk them low. 
" Since 'tis the gracious Will, that thou ere long, 
Yet living, to the Emperor be brought, 
Close in His cabinet, His chiefs among ; 

That so, when truly seen of thee this Court, 
Hope, that below hath power the heart to take, 
More in thyself and others may be wrought ; 

Say, what it is ; how first its blossoms brake 
Within thy mind ; and whence it came to thee :" 
'Twas thus the second Lamp in sequel spake. 

And she, who to a flight of this degree 
So eminent, my wings had train'd, anon 
Besponding thus, anticipated me ; 
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' The Church, now militant, enrols not one 
In Hope abounding more ; and this we read 
In the clear glass of our enlightening Sun. 
Wherefore, by Grace 'tis given him, thus to speed 
From Egypt to Jerusalem above, 
Ere from his militant condition freed. 
Th' other two points, by thee not ask'd, to prove 
Instructive to thyself, but that he tell 
On earth how much this grace obtains thy love ; 
To him, his pride as these can never swell, 
Nor hard themselves, I leave : let him reply : 
And may the Grace of God assist him well ! " 
As on a point, where most his skill doth lie, 
The learner to the Teacher yields him glad — 
His profiting to manifest thereby — 
" Hope is a certain expectation, had 

Of glory yet to come : in souls 'tis wrought 
By Grace, and by prevenient worth," I said. 
" From many Stars conjoin'd this light I caught : 
But the chief singer of the Lord-in-Chief • 

InstilTd it first, and first my spirit taught. 
He, in his lofty hymns, consoles our grief — 

' Hope ye in Him, all ye, His Name who know ' — 
Who knows it not, if sharing my belief ? 
With his soft drops thine own Epistle, too, 
In me has dropp'd it : hence, for others' aid, 
Thy genial showers from my abundance flow." 
While as I answer'd thus, I saw display'd 
In the live bosom of that flaming Light 
A Lamp, that swift, and oft, like lightning play'd. 
A voice came forth ; " The love, whose burning might 
Still draws me to that grace, which follow'd me 
Far as the martyr's palm and ended fight, 
Quickens my vocal breath, to pleasure thee : 
Now will it grateful prove, if thou unfold 
What to thy soul may Hope's sure promise be." 

25 
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Then I ; " The sacred Scriptures, New and Old, 
Hold out the mark — 'tis seen distinctly here- 



Which souls, belov'd of God, in prospect hold. ^ 

Isaiah writes, that each one shall appear 
In his own land, clad in a double vest ; 
And his own land is life in this sweet Sphere. 

And this thy brother far more clear exprest 

There, where he tells of the white robes ; whereby 
This revelation he makes manifest." 

And, first, we heard, these words their closing nigh, 
" Sperant in te " above us sung : the lay 
Quick answer'd all the carols, dancing by. 

Then, 'mong them flash'd a Light with such display 
That, if in Cancer a like crystal rose, 
A winter's month were one continuous day. 

And, as with joy a maiden rising goes 

To join the dance — yet not in aught to blame, 
But only to delight the new-made spouse — 

So I beheld that bright emerging Flame 
Approach the two, while yet they whirl'd along 
Eapid, as well their ardent love became. 

It quickly took the words, and join'd the song ; 
And, as a bride in silence, and at rest, 
My Lady with her looks upon them hung. 
" Lo, this is he, who leant upon the breast 
Of our lov'd Pelican : Lo, this is he, 
Who from the Cross receiv'd the grand behest." 

My Lady thus : this said, no more did she 
Withdraw, contemplative, her ravish'd eyes, 
Than when, at first she stood, intent to see. 

Much like the man, who speculating tries 
To trace the sun, eclips'd in partial shade, 
Who dulls his sight, and sight himself denies. 

Such me, perusing this last Flame, I made ; 
Till heard these words ; " Why thus thy sight con- 
Straining to eje what here is not display'd? [found. 
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Thy body — earth — rests on its earthy ground, 
There guarded with the dead, until the Doom 
Eternal our just complement has found. 

With the two vests live in the Blessed home 
Only the two great Lights, that soar'd above : 
This to your world report, when thither come." 

The whirl inflam'd, these words pronounc'd, to move 
Surceas'd ; the sweet accompaniment was stay'd, 
Which blended with the trinal band of love ; 

To lighten toil, or danger to evade, 
As when, just struck into the deep blue tide, 
Oars, at the pipe's command, at rest are laid. 

Ah, with what trouble was my bosom tried, 
When, turning to behold my Beatrice, 
Dazzled I saw her not ; though near her side 

I station'd was, and in the world of bliss ! 
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While through the dazzling of the fulgent Flame 
With eyes bewilder'd in suspense I stood, 
A voice, arresting my regard, forth came ; 

It said ; " Thy visual power y by me subdued, 
Till thou regain, 'tis well that thou repay 
This failure by discourses wise and good. 

Therefore begin : say, where its rest and stay 
Seeketh thy soul ; and hereby thou shalt prove 
Thy sight impair'd, not wholly past away ; 

Because the Lady, to this realm above 
Who guides thy flight, the virtual power can show 
Of Ananias in her look of love." 

I said ; " At her good pleasure, swift or slow, 
Come healing to these eyes, where entrance found 
Her fire of love, with which I ever glow. 
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The Good, that in this Court makes peace abound, 
Is Alpha and Omega to all, I'm taught 
By Love's instructions, simple or profound." 

That self-same voice, that comfort to me brought, 
Easing my mind from dread of blindness near, 
By speech renew'd engag'd my earnest thought ; 

And said ; " A fan more fine, to sift thee clear, 
It needs thee yet : who led thy shaft to fly 
To such high mark, 'tis fit that thou declare." 

And I ; " Both natural philosophy 
And the Command, hence speaking from above, 
My soul with such a Love must stamp and dye. 

Because the Good, as it a good we prove, 
Kindles our heart's desire ; this greater is, 
As more the goodness to excite our love. 

Hence, to that Essence, whose high praise is this, 
That every good extraneous shines, at best, 
As a reflected image of its bliss, 

Each mind, with Love, superior far, imprest, 
Must surely tend in every one, who knows 
The truth, and that, whereon the truth doth rest. 

Such truth to my intelligence he shows, 
Who points to the Primeval Love, that made 
Those creatures all, whose being cannot close. 

Shows it the Voice unerring, this who said 
To Moses of Himself — Before thine eye 
I will My Goodness all make pass and spread. 

Shows it, yet further, thine own herald-cry ; 
Where opening thy Gospel thou dost sound, 
Louder than all on earth, the Mystery." 

The voice still spake ; " On philosophic ground, 
And sanction from Above therewith combin'd, 
Thy best of Love to God be ever bound ! 

But cords to draw thee towards Him, dost thou find 
Yet other ? and how many fangs are they, 
This Love employ'd to pierce and fix thy mind ? " 
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The holy purport I discern'd straightway 
Of Christ's high lifted Eagle, and I knew 
"What he would have me, thus confessing, say. 

Hence I resum'd ; " All those persuasives true, 
Of power to make our hearts towards God incline, 
Me unto Charity conjointly drew. 

The world's existence, this existence mine, 
The Death, which He for my Bedemptkm bore, 
My Creed — the Church's Creed — His Word Divine, 

With that same knowledge, I declar'd before, 
Me from the stormy sea of love estray'd 
Have drawn, and landed on the rightful shore. 

The Leaves, wherewith the Garden is array'd 
Of the immortal Keeper — each so far 
I love, as He to each has good convey'd." 

Scarce had I ceas'd, when through the Heavenly air 
Sounded a song most sweet ; and Beatrice 
Said the " Trisagion " with the spirits there. 

And as, when sleep before a strong light flies, 
The nerve organic shrinking back subdued, 
As light from coat to coat invades the eyes ; 

The man ill suffers, in his startled mood, 
What meets him first ; distemper'd so his sight, 
'Till by his judgment succour'd and renew'd : 

Thus all my dimness Beatrice put to flight 
By virtue from her eyes, whose brilliancy 
More than a thousand miles shone forward bright. 

Hence clearer than before became mine eye : 
Then in amaze I question made, to find 
Who the Fourth Lamp, I saw now coming nigh. 

My Lady then ; " Within those beams enshrin'd 
By the First Power, he, who the first was made, 
Now views his Maker with transported mind." 

As, when a passing breeze disturbs the glade, 
Leaves on the topmost bough decline, then rise 
By virtue of a power themselves to aid ; 
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So, these words heard, I sank in deep surprise ; 
But my self-confidence was soon renew'd 
By the strong wish to speak, that did me seize. 

And I began ; " Fruit, alone endued 
With ripeness at the first, thou father old, 
Whose daughter is each bride, by kin and blood, 

I pray thee, with all reverence due, unfold 

Thyself in^peech : thou know'st my wish, by me, 
That I may sooner hear thee, left untold." 

At times, some animal in happy glee 

Moves frisking, 'neath his glossy coat of hair, 
Whereby we well what stirs within can see ; 

So did the primal soul to me declare, 
Through the bright glister of his swathing vest, 
How great his joy in yielding to my prayer. 

Then breath'd he thus : " No need thou manifest 
Thy heart's desire : in far more vivid Light 
I see, than thou, whate'er thou knowest best. 

For I behold it in that Mirror bright — 

In Him, who every thing reflects ; while He 
Ne'er is reflected in a creature's sight. 

Fain wouldst thou learn what time elaps'd, since me 
God plac'd within that upper Garden fair, 
Whither by steps so long she guided thee ; 

How long mine eyes enjoy 'd its beauties rare ; 
Whence truly rose the mighty Wrath ; and, last, 
What dialect I fram'd, and spake while there. 

Know then, my son, 'twas not the carnal taste 
Which, in itself, me to such exile sent : 
It only was the Law, I overpast. 

There, whence thy Lady, mov'd by Virgil, went, 
Four thousand years, with hundreds three and two, 
Yearning for this Communion Blest, I spent. 

And years nine-hundred-thirty in my view 
The sun to every sign wheel'd round again, 
While on the earth my mortal breath I drew. 
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The language, that I spake, was lost to man, 
Before that in their task impossible 
Nimrod so toil'd, and his infatuate clan. 

For nought, devis'd to humour mortal will, 

Though reason sanction, long hath lasting stood, 
Through stellar influence, that changes still. 

Man was by nature's need with speech endued ; 
But, whether speech be fashion'd so, or so, 
Nature to you allows, as seems you good. 

Ere I descended to the infernal woe, 
By name of * EV was known the Good Supreme, 
Whose is the bliss, in which enswath'd I glow. 

Then ' Eli ' was He call'd : this well became : 
For customs among men, like leaves, display 
Vicissitudes, and none abide the same. 

Upon the Mountain, most above the sea, 
First, in obedience, then, in guilt, I stay'd 
Six hours entire, the quarter of a day, 

As the sun's course, in circuit sure, is made." 
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" Glory to Father, Son, and Holy Ghost " — 
Now in all Paradise the Hymn began, * 
Steep'd in whose sweetness I my senses lost. 

What now I saw seem'd in the boundless span 
One universal smile ; whence through mine eyes 
And ears the bliss inebriating ran. 

O joy ! gladness, that all speech defies ! 
life, of love and peace blest overflow I 
wealth secure, that every wish supplies ! 

In front of me, in all their fervid glow, 

Shone the four Lamps ; the one, who first drew near, 
'Gan move him with a more enkindled show. 
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He look'd, as Jove to fancy might appear, 
If we could him and Mars, as birds, behold, 
Each made the other's plumes exchang'd to wear. 

That Providence, to all what place to hold 
Apportions here, had silence now around 
Impos'd throughout the blest harmonious fold ; 

"When heard I ; " Let it not thy mind confound, 
If I change colour ; for, like change the while, 
Shall, as I speak, in all these Lights be found. 

He, who on earth, usurps and dares to fill 
Mine office — Ah, mine office, in the face 
Of God's great Son, an office vacant still — 

Has made a draught-house of my burial-place 
With blood and stench ; and so that Wicked one, 
From hence who fell, there finds relief and peace." 

At morn and eve, as when it fronts the sun, 
A cloud with crimson tints bepaints the sky, 
So colour' d all the heaven before me shone. 

And, like a bashful maid, though she rely 
Firm on her virtue, yet a fear betrays, 
If only told how others fallen lie ; 

So Beatrice with alter'd look did gaze : 
I deem, that, when the Almighty suffer'd pain, 
Such obscuration hid the solar rays. 

Then issued forth his words, but in a strain 
All so diverse from what was heard before, 
No greater change his looks did then sustain : 
" Not nurtur'd was the Spouse of Christ with gore 
Of Linus, or of Cletus, or with mine, 
For the mere gain of filthy golden ore ; 

But for the gain of this glad Life Divine 
Did Sextus, Pius, Urban, their dear blood — 
Calixtus, too — with tears and groans resign : 

Nor was it purpos'd, that, in factious mood 
On either side of our successors' chair, 
In enmity should sit Christ's brotherhood : 
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Nor that the Keys, entrusted to my care, 
Should float, as banner'd ensigns, to inflame 
The saints Baptiz'd in an intestine war : 

Nor that myself should serve a signet-name 
For purchase of mendacious grants ; whereby 
Full oft I burn with ire, and blush with shame. 

Drest up, as shepherds, from this height we spy 
Wolves, who on every side the pastures waste — 

vengeance, slumbering yet why dost thou lie ? 
They of Oahors and Grascony speed fast 

To drink our blood — Oh, to what vilest end, 

Thou fair beginning, art thou sunk at last ! 
But the great Providence, which did once defend 

By Scipio's arm Bome's Sovereign domain, 

Will in her woes the Church ere long befriend. 
And thou, my son, let not thy tongue refrain, 

Since mortal to the earth thou must return ; 

But that, which I reveal, deliver plain." 
As vapours in the freezing air, earth-born, 
* Stream down in flakes, when in the heavenly way 

Touches the sun the wintry Capricorn ; 
Like I beheld the ethereal bright display, 

The fiery flakes, streaming triumphant, who 

Had deign'd with us to make their gracious stay. 
My wistful eyes pursued their splendid show, 

Until the distant intervening space 

Forbade me in my search beyond to go. 
Wherefore, my Lady, who beheld my face 

Freed from the gaze above, " Look downward," said ; 

" And all the round, thou travel'd hast, retrace." 
Since when I last like retrospection made, 

1 saw me now advanc'd through all the Sphere, 
Which from the centre to the verge is spread. 

So that I saw Ulysses' mad career 
.Cadiz beyond; and, yet more nigh, the shore, 
Whence Jove transported glad the burden dear. 
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I had been able further to explore 

This petty globe, had not the sun gone down, 
Advancing, 'neath my feet one Sign, and more. 

My mind, that with my Lady dear alone 
Enamour'd held a constant dalliance, ne'er, 
As now, to see her face was eager grown. 

By nature fram'd, or art, what baits soe'er, 

To lure the soul through longing looks, there be 
In real flesh, or flesh depicted fair, 

Together all would sink in the degree, 

Weigh'd with my joy divine, my pure delight, 
When, on my turning round, she smil'd on me. 

And then the virtue, from her aspect bright, 
Indulg'd to me, tore me from Leda's nest, 
And to the swiftest Heaven impelTd my flight. 

Its parts, most quicken'd and of loftiest crest, 
So correspond, I cannot well declare 
The spot, where me depos'd my Lady blest. 

But she, who all my wishes made her care, 
Began with smiles, that gladden'd so her face, 
It was, as if God's own delight was there ; 
" The nature of the Movement, which the space 
Central retains, moving the rest around, 
Beginneth here, as from its starting place. 

Nor knows this Circle other local bound, 
Except the Will Divine ; wherein the Love 
That whirls it, and the power it gives, are found. 

Around it Light and Love encircling move, 
As it around the rest ; and He alone — 
Its Framer — can its width of circuit prove. 

Movement from other Spheres derives it none ; 
But all from thence their measurement obtain, 
As by its half and quarter ten is known. 

And how so great a Vase can time contain, 

Here rooted, while the leaves are elsewhere shown, 
Now to thine understanding may be plain. 
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lust of earthly things, so wont to drown 
Mortals heneath it, that no power or skill 
Can raise the eye, thy waves have carried down ! 

Shoots in fair blossoms forth the human will ; 
But still returning rains the fruitage true 
Transform to wither'd prunes, corrupt and ill. 

Now faith and innocence we only view 
In children ; for they both are quick to flee, 
Before the cheek assumes its covering new. 

One such, yet lisping, fasts ; but him we see, 
After, when speech attain'd, devour whate'er 
Of meat allures ; nor cares for Seasons he. 

Another, lisping too, loves mother dear, 
And listens fond, who longs, when talking right, 
To see her laid on the funereal bier. 

'Tis thus man's nature shifts from black to white, 
That beauteous offspring of the sun, whose ray 
Heralds th' approach of morn, and leaves the night. 

But note — because thy wonder this will stay — 
None on the earth survives, the reins to hold ; 
And hence mankind is wander'd far away. 

But ere from winter January cold 
Be taken, through the time's diminish'd date, 
These Spheres sublime shall roar so loud and bold, 

That the long-wish'd-for and expected fate 

Shall turn the poops to where are now the prows ; 
So shall the fleet run onward swift and straight, 

And its own fruit each hopeful bud disclose." 
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Against the present life of mortals blind 
After the verity she well had taught, 
In Paradisal bliss who wraps my mind ; 

As from a flambeau, when behind him brought, 
One in a glass sees the reflected light, 
Ere yet the flambeau seen, or in his thought, 

Then turns to know, if the glass shows aright, 
And finds that both meet in accordance true, 
As in a song the words and notes unite ; 

So my remembrance mindeth me anew 
Of mine own act, her eyes, divinely fair, 
Beholding, love wherewith me caught and drew. 

And, as I turn'd from her, when mine now were 

< 

Smitten by that, which the vast Volume shows, 
Oft, as its circling course is view'd with care, 

A Point I saw, so vividly that throws 

Abroad its Light, that he, who fronts the glow, 
Against such vividness his eyes must close ; 

And, as a star seen from the world below, 
Howbeit the smallest, would appear in size 
A Moon, as stars with stars contrasted show. 

Near, may he % as the halo in the skies 
Girdles the light, which tints its airy bound, 
When the sustaining mists more dense arise ; 

A ring of fire the Point embrac'd and crown'd, 
Boiling with rapid motion, that surpassed 
That, which the universe turns swiftest round. 

Encircling this, another ring I trac'd ; 
Bound it a third ; and so, a fourth ; and then 
Follow'd a fifth ; round which a sixth was cast ; 
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And then a seventh, whose expanse was seen 
So wide o'erarching, that all Juno's bow 
Had narrow prov'd its circuit to contain. 

And thus the eighth, and ninth ; while each one, so, 
As from the Centre situate more far, 
Its rotatory course pursued more slow. 

That one with splendour most illum'd the air, 

Which to the pure Effulgence wheel'd most nigh — 
Methinks, because 'twas most enliven'd there. 

My Lady, who my wistful earnest eye 

Well noted, said ; " On that One Point alone, 
Heaven, and all Nature, in dependence, lie. 

That Circle mark, link'd nearest to the throne, 
And know 'tis urg'd so swift in its career 
By the enkindling Love, that goads it on." 

Were the whole world cast so," then I to her, 
" In order, as the Wheels, that now we see, 
Well had suffic'd me thine instruction here. 

But, in the world of sense, as farther be 

Spheres from the Punctual Spot remote, they still 
Are so much more divine in that degree. 

Therefore, to satisfy my longing will, 
In this stupendous dome, where Angels sway, 
Where Light and Love alone the limits fill, 

Needs me to hear, why one same order'd way 
The model and the copy fail to show : 
My thoughts, to solve this doubt, in vain essay." 

An if thy fingers such a knot to undo 

Are found too feeble, let not this surprise ; 
For, left untried, the knot must harder grow." 

My Lady thus : then added in this wise ; 
" Hold fast my words — so thy desire to sate — 
And on them sharpen keen thy mental eyes. 

The limbs Orbicular are large, or strait, 
As, more or less, with that live Power endued, 
Which doth Itself o'er all their parts dilate* 
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A greater bliss derives from greater good ; 
Which good, when every part is equal found, 
Contains a bliss of greater magnitude. 

Therefore this Orb, which bears with it around 
The Universe entire, must, sure, agree 
With that, where Love and Light the most abound. 

So then, if now thy rule of measure be 
The virtual Power, and not the outward space, 
Of these vast bodies, seeming round to thee, 

In every heaven, with its informing grace 

From great to greater,, small to less, thy mind 

Will, sure, a marvellous consistence trace." 

As resting in a bright serene we find 
The air our hemisphere within, when blows 
From his more gentle cheek the Boreal wind ; 

Because the cloudy mists far off it throws, 
Making all clear ; so that the sky again 
In full display its joy and beauty shows ; 

Thus found I me, when eas'd of doubt and pain 
By my dear Lady's explanation clear : 
The star of truth shone forth, and all was plain. 

And, as her healing words completed were, 
High flash'd the Circles, as when sparkles fly 
From iron fus'd, and spread their heated glare. 

Now spark from spark took fire immediately 
In the vast blaze ; so that their numbered score 
Squares, by a thousand doubled, came to outvie. 

From quire to quire I heard Hosannas soar 

Up to the One fix'd Point, which keeps them stay'd 
On XJhiy and ever shall, as heretofore. 

And she, who my internal doubts survey'd, 

. Then said ; " The two first Circles to thy view 
Have Seraphim and Cherubim display'd. 

Their instinct thus they rapidly pursue, 
If to the Point they may resemblance win ; 
This well they may, the more their sight is true. 
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Those other loving ones, who round them spin, 
Because the first Hierarchic trine they close, 
Are 'Thrones;' they, next, the Godhead gaze within. 

And know thou well, that joy, in all, o'erflows 
In measure, as their vision sounds th' abyss 
Of Truth, whereon all intellects repose. 

From hence 'tis seen, that Beatific bliss 
Rests, for foundation, on the act of sight, 
And not of love ; which love succeeds to this. 

This sight doth merit of good works requite — 
Merit, by grace, when with^good will combin'd — 
Thus move they onward in gradation right. 

The other trine, whom blossoming we find 
Alike, in this fair spring's Eternal shine, 
Ne'er rifled by the Ram's nocturnal wind, 

For evermore in glad Hosannas join 
With melody threefold, that in the three 
Orders of joy resounds, which form the trine. 

The three gods in this Hierarchy be — • 
First ' Dominations ;' ' Virtues ' next succeed ; 
In the third order, last, the ' Powers ' we see. 

In the glad Circles — seventh and eighth — then speed 
The ' Princedoms,' and 'Archangels ;' in the last, 
' Angels ' alone enjoy the blissful meed. 

These orders all their vision upward cast, 
And downward so, that unto God most High 
They all attracted, all attracting, haste. 

And Dionysius, these estates to espy, 

So zealous, in the search, bestow'd his thought, 
That them he nam'd, and classified, as I. 

But Gregory, since, another doctrine taught ; 
For this, when first in Heaven he bar'd his eyes, 
A smile upon his countenance was brought. 

And, because he, while yet in mortal guise, 

Such truth attain'd, thou must not wonder show : 
For one, who saw it here, thus made him wise, 

And taught him of these Spheres far more to know." 
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No longer than Latona's twins, below 
The signs of Aries, and of Libra, lie, 
And on the same horizon circling glow, 

Them both the zenith poising evenly ; 

Till one and th' othejr, from that circle sped, 
Disturb the poise, to seek a different sky ; 

Silent was Beatrice ; her cheek o'erspread 
A smile most sweet ; her gaze still fastened there, 
On the One Point, which me o'ercame with dread : 

Then speech began ; " I ask not — I declare 
What thou wouldst hear ; because I see the same, 
Where every Ubi, every Quando are. 

Not for Himself, some good thereby to claim — 
This cannot be — but that His glory's ray 
Might visibly sound forth the great ' I am,' 

In His Eternity, no time can stay, 
Nor other bound, because He will'd it so, 
Eternal Love 'gan nine new loves display ; 

Not, before this, inert ; for thou must know, 
Time prior, time posterior, was there none, 
Till mov'd the Spirit on the waters' flow. 

Matter and Form, conjoin'd, or not, from one 
Same emanation sprang ; as when we trace 
From three-string'd bow three arrows speed anon. 

And, as a beam in crystal, amber, glass, 
So shines, that not a moment can transpire, 
Before the lustre through the substance pass ; 

So the tri-partite purpose of its Sire 
Together in one act, — without regard 
To sequences of time, — shone forth entire. 
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The substances, thus made, then all appeared 
In a due order fix'd ; wherein we find, 
To highest place pure actual power uprear'd ; 

To lowest was receptive power consign'd ; 
While a mid-region was ordain'd to hold 
Power, with intelligence for aye combin'd. 

Of a long period Jerome you hath told, 
When Angels were created first, before 
The other world was into being rolTd. 

This oft is writ in Scripture's sacred lore 

By those, whom mov'd the Holy Ghost ; and thou 
Shalt there behold it, if thou well explore. 

And reason, in a measure, sees it too ; 
Unwilling, that an agent should be stay'd 
Long time, without His work assigned to do. 

Now know'st thou where, and when, and how, were made 
These loving creatures : 'tis to thee made plain, 
And of thy wish the treble heat allay'd. 

Counting, to twenty-one could not attain, 
Before a sect of that Angelic race, 
Falling, disturb'd your elements mundane. 

The rest stood loyal, and began in peace 

This work, thine eyes now see ; a work, so blest, 
That from their circling speed they never cease. 

The Fall first came by the aspiring crest 
Accurst of that Archangel, whom confin'd 
Thou sawest, with the world's whole weight deprest. 

Those, whom thou here dost see, in humble mind 
With gratitude and love the gift repaid, 
That fitted them for such high task assign'd. 

More strong their visionary powers were made 

Hence by enlightening Grace, and worth their own, 
So that their wills on good are fully stay'd. 

And let this truth to thee be surely known — 
That Grace receiv'd becomes a merit due, 
In measure, at the time, as love is shown. 

26 
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Now canst thou all this consistory view 
With search throughout, if well my words thou note ; 
No need that others hring thee guidance new. 

But, since in all your Schools 'tis falsely taught, 
That Angels in their nature power receive 
Of memory, like ours, and will, and thought ; 

I further speak, that thou mayst clear perceive 
The truth, on earth by men so mystified, 
In teaching others who themselves deceive. 

These substances from God ne'er turn'd aside, 
When once with joy His Face by them was seen, 
From which in secrecy can nothing hide. 

No object new can, therefore, intervene 

To thwart their vision ; nor is need in them 
Of memory, to revive things, past between. 

So that, on earth, men, while awake, yet dream ; 
Some meaning well ; others, in what they say, 
Conscious of error — more their guilt, and shame. 

In your philosophy, one prescript way 
Ye follow not ; so far abroad ye fly, 
Through prejudice, and love of self-display ; 

And, yet, displeasure less this stirs on high, 
Than when the Writ Divine is cast aside, 
Or when, by comments false, 'tis bent awry. 

What Blood it cost the Word to scatter wide 
Is little ponder'd ; nor how bless'd are those, 
In lowliness who take it for their guide. 

Himself in new conceits each Preacher shows 
With toil ingenious : these he dwells upon, 
And of the silenc'd Gospel nothing knows. 

This one asserts, that, at Christ's Passion, 
The moon receded, and stood so between, 
That from the earth was veil'd the shining sun. 

Others, that light made of itself a screen ; 
So that by Spaniards, and by men of Ind, 
As by the Jews, th' eclipse alike was seen, 
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Lapi and Bindi we, at Florence, find 
In no such numbers, as from year to year 
Eesound from every pulpit fables blind. 

So that the flocks, the silly souls, that hear, 
From pasturing go, with windy notions fed ; 
Nor less to blame, because no loss they fear. 

Christ to His first Collegiates never said : 

' Go forth into the world, and trash proclaim : ' 
He gave them Truth, a basis sure, instead. 

And with such voice they sounded out the same, 
To kindle Faith, that, in their holy fray, 
The Gospel shield, and spear, alike became. 

Now with low jesting and facetious play 

Goes forth the Preacher ; and, if hearers smile, 
He swells the hood, nor further seeks to sway. 

But in that hood nests such a bird, meanwhile, 
That, were it manifest to vulgar eye, 
Indulgences no longer would beguile. 

Hence grown so great the world's stolidity, 
That, in the absence of all proof Divine, 
Blindly on every promise men rely. 

With such St. Antony makes fat his swine, 
And others many too, that swine exceed ; 
Paying in gold, no mint did ever coin. 

But, since we have diverg'd so far, 'tis need 
We the straight path recover ; and that so 
As less our time, our steps may faster speed. 

This Angel-nature soars, from row to row, 
In numbers such, that mortal numbers ne'er, 
Nor mind's conception, can the limit know. 

And, if thou mark what Daniel did declare, 
Thou wilt perceive, in his enormous sum, 
No number definite recorded there. 

The Primal Light, that doth the whole illume, 
Is cherish'd in as various modes, as be 
Varied the Splendours, which it makes its home. 
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Wherefore, since in proportion, as they see, 
Affection is conceiv'd, love's sweet delight 
Warms them with fervour of diverse degree. 

Of the Eternal Power see now the height, 

The compass see, in these such Mirrors shown, 
While each, apart, His Glory hrings to sight ; 

Himself, as at the first, abiding One." 
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Distant from us six thousand miles, may be, 

Glows the sixth hour, and near th' horizon's brow 
The shadow of this earth declined we see, 

When the mid- vault of Heaven begins to show 
High over-arch'd such change, that every light 
Of stars recedes, as trac'd by us below ; 

And with th' advance of the sun's handmaid bright 
Keeps time, until from the celestial plains, 
E'en to the fairest, none remains in sight. 

Thus the triumphant hosts, with festive strains 
Aye compassing the Point, too bright to see, 
Seeming contain'd by what Itself contains, 

Died to my view by less and less degree : 
The spectacle withdrawn, I turn'd mine eyes 
To Beatrice, as love constrained me. 

If whatsoe'er thus far my song supplies 
In her high praise were gather'd all in one, 
Scant it would prove, nor to the measure rise. 

So far the loveliness I saw outshone 
All human apprehension, that I deem 
None it could fully know, but God alone. 

O'erpower'd I grant me by so strong a beam ; 
Beyond discomfiture, that Poet e'er 
Suffer'd in tragic, or in comic, theme. 
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For, as our sight shrinks from the solar glare, 
So her remember'd smile, her Heavenly grace 
Contract my vision, and its force impair. 

E'er since I first beheld that blessed face 
Here in this life, till this my latest view, 
My song has kept the same continuous pace ; 

But now this course no longer I pursue, 
Nor paint in verse her lineaments divine ; 
As its last touch when gives the pencil true. 

Her to some trumpet, loftier prov'd than mine, 
Fitter to sound her praises, near the close 
Of my adventurous toil, I now resign. 

With voice with mien, such as quick rule disclose, 
Again she spake ; " From the most ample Sphere 
That Heaven we reach, where Light Essential glows. 

Light of the mind, replete with love, is here ; 
Love of that Good, that every joy supplies ; 
Joy, of all joys, most exquisite and dear. 

Here the two regiments of Paradise 

Thou shalt behold ; and one in flesh shall show, 
As thou shalt see it at the last Assize." 

Like lightning, that disparts with sudden glow 
The visual powers, whence objects most in sight 
The eye disorganiz'd no more can know ; 

So compass'd me about a living light, 
And left me in a veil so swath'd around, 
That nought I saw ; 'twas all so passing bright. 
" The Love, that keeps this Heaven in calm profound, 
Thus ever greets the soul, hereby prepar'd, 
As taper, to its flame adapted found." 

These simple words no sooner had I heard 
Spoken by Beatrice, than myself I knew 
With strength above my natural force uprear'd. 

Such was the vigour of my vision new, 
That no refulgency, how bright soe'er, 
Could harm my open unprotected view. 
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And I beheld a light flow flashing there, 

Like to a river's course ; the banks were seen 
Both by a wondrous Spring bepainted fair. 

Live sparks forth issued from its wave serene, 
Which, as they dropp'd on either flowery bed, 
Look'd rubies, set in gold_pf brightest sheen. 

Then, as inebriate with the sweets, there shed, 
They div'd into the crystal flood again ; 
And, where one sank, another rose, instead. 
" The strong desire, now urging thee to gain 
The meaning of this Vision, joys me more, 
As more it rises from a deeper vein. 

But of this Biver thou must drink, before 
Thy thirst importunate thou canst remove : " 
So spake the sun, which these fond eyes adore ; 

Adding ; " The Biver, and the Gems, that move 
Out and within, the Flowers sweet smiling, too, 
Of their realities but shadows prove. 

Not are they in themselves signs hard to know ; 
'Tis in thyself lies the defect, whose eyes 
Are strangers to like scenes of gorgeous show." 

Ne'er with impassion'd look an infant flies 
So quickly to the milk, if, far behind 
The hour accustom'd, it from sleep arise ; 

Than eager I — thereby mine eyes to find 
Mirrors yet better made — to stoop me down 
Low to the wave, that sublimates the mind. 

My pent-house eyelids scarce had rested on 

The watery surface, when the wondrous Stream 
From length, before, appear'd to roundness grown. 

Then, from their former selves as masquers seem 
Quite alien, when the semblance they remove, 
Which, for the time, had so disguised them ; 

So, to more pageantry of joy and love 

'Gan, in my sight, the Flowers and Sparks to grow, 
Whereby I saw the two great Courts above. 
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O Splendour of the Lord, that me did show 
The Eealm of Truth triumphantly display'd, 
Strength to tell how 'twas seen on me bestow ! 

Light is in Heaven, revealing without shade 
The great Creator to that creature's sense, 
Who by that Sight alone is happy made. 

In sweep circuitous it so immense 

Expands, that all the sun, I dare to say, 
Would shrink within its huge circumference. 

Itself appears in one concenter'd ray, 

As lighting up the cope of that Prime Sphere, 
Which thence derives its life, and sovran sway. 

And, as a cliff, fast by some water clear, 

The glassy slope looks down, itself to trace — 
How rich the verdure, rich the flowers appear- 
So, round and o'er the light, that fills the space, 
I saw from seats innumerous bending low, 
To gaze, all there arriv'd of th' human race. 

And if pour'd out upon a grade below 

Light shine so glorious, then how far more great 
Must of this Eose the outer foliage show ! 

Mine eyes from this vast amplitude and height 
Shrank not bewilder'd, but admitted all 
The sum and nature of that halcyon state. 

Near or far off makes not to gain, or fail ; 
Because, where God His power immediate shows, 
Nature retires : her laws no more avail. 

In the gold-centre of the Eternal Eose 

Eising by- stages, from whose bloom are shed 
Sweet praises to the Sun, that ever glows, 

Me fain to speak, yet, silent, Beatrice led, 
And then address'd ; " Of the white robes behold 
How wide around is the convention spread I 

Our City see — what bounds its walls unfold ! 
See tenanted the seats on every stair : 
Needed are few those, yet unfilTd, to hold. 
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On that high place, thou notest so ; for there 
Already lies deposited a crown — 
Before thou come the Bridal feast to share — 

Shall rest great Henry's soul, whom earth will own 
Augustus : Italy he comes to sway, 
Ere for reform the land mature is grown. 

The lusts, that lure the nation and betray, 
Conform you to the little child, who nigh 
Dead of starvation drives her nurse away. 

In Court Ecclesiastick there shall be 
One ruling, who by acts occult and plain 
Shall ne'er with him in the same path agree. 

But brief shall, after, be his sacred reign, 
God not enduring : soon shall he be thrown 
Where Simon Magus reaps the well-earn'd gain ; 

And lower he will thrust D'Alagna down." 
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Thus in the form of a White Rose display'd 
Appeared the sacred legion of the skies, 
Which with His Blood Christ His Espoused made. 

But tli' other legion, as it sings and flies, 
Which sees His Glory, and the Grace adores, 
Whereby to such pre-eminence they rise, 

Like to the swarming bees, on ranks of flowers 

Now settling down, now bending home jbheir flight, 
There mto sweet to turn their honied stores ; 

To the great Bose, with gems so precious dight, 
Descended ; upward thence again they flew 
To where their Love for ever dwells in light. 

Their faces beam'd with a live flaming hue ; 
Golden their wings ; the rest was white, that shone 
Purer than snowy flakes, when fallen new. 
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Lighting, from bed to bed, the flowers upon, 

Around they flung that peace and warmth, which they 
With winnowing wing bare from the Heavenly Throne. 

Nor did their thronging in such close array, 
Between the cope above, the flowers below, 
Hinder the Vision, and the grand display. 

For of the Light Divine the radiant flow 
Pierces the Universe, where measure right 
Obtains, and obstacle it none can know. 

This nobly guarded kingdom of delight 
Teeming with citizens, born new, and old, 
All center'd on One Point their love, and sight. 

Light, that dost a Trinal Glory hold, 
Sparkling, to their full joy, in single star, 
Look down ; our storm and tempest here behold. 

If coming from the land, far off and drear, 
O'erveil'd by Helice from day to day, 
Who with her sons revolves, she loves so dear, 

Barbarians, at the sight of Bome's display, 
By such its grandeur stood bemaz'd, on high 
When soar'd the Lateran 'bove earthly sway ; 

In me, from time come to eternity, 

In me, from human come to life Divine, 
From Florence come to truth and sanctity, 

What wonder, what astoundment, should be mine ! 
Mid the transporting marvels, not to hear 
But silent muse, I felt my soul incline. 

And, as a pilgrim with reviving cheer 

Surveys the temple, now perform'd his vow, 
And hopes to tell how fair its walls appear 

So walking in the Light of living glow 
I view'd the seats, that in gradation rise, 
Now up, now down, now in the circling row. 

Faces I saw with love-attracting eyes, [own, 

Bright with the beams of Heaven, and smiles their 
Deck'd, as they mov'd, with every comely guise. 
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Of Paradise the general form alone 
Thus far mine eyes wide ranging had survey'd ; 
Yet scarce one feature in detail had known : 

And so to Beatrice I turn'd for aid, 

With fresh desire, to gain her light's supply 
Wherever by some doubt my mind was stay'd. 

Of one I ask'd ; another made reply : 
For, Lo, I saw an Elder in her place, 
Clad, like the rest of the bright company. 

A joy benign o'erspread his eyes and face : 
Gentle his whole demeanour ; such, as we 
In a kind-hearted parent love to trace. 

Immediately I said ; " Where, where is she ? " 
He answer'd ; " Thy desire to crown at last, 
She mov'd me from the home, so dear to me. 

But now thine eyes on the third Circle cast 

From the top-grade : there see her on the throne, 
There, by her merit thus sublimely plac'd." 

Without reply, mine eyes I rais'd anon ; 
And I beheld her, as, her brows around, 
Th' Eternal beams she wove into a crown. 

From that high vault, whence thunders most rebound, 
Down to the ocean bed, that deepest lies, 
By mortal eye like distance ne'er was found, 

As that, which me parted from Beatrice : 
Yet distance hinder'd not : I saw her clear 
Through the pure medium of th' Empyreal skies. 
" Lady, who my hopes dost ever cheer, 

Who to withdraw me from destruction's ways, 
Didst dSign to leave in Hell thy footmarks dear, 

For all, mine eyes have seen with rapturous gaze, 
'Tis to thy power and grace, with vigour new 
That me suffic'd, I grateful give the praise. 

A bondman me thy hand to freedom drew ; 
Devising and attempting every way, 
That promise gave my spirit to subdue. 
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In me such gifts munificent I pray, 
Preserve ; that, heal'd by thee, thy joy may prove 
My soul, when shuffling off this mortal clay." 

Thus I entreaty made ; and she, above 
So eminent, yet smil'd, and me survey'd : 
Then to the Fount repair'd of endless Love. 
" That thou mayst well," the saintly Elder said, 
" Perfect thy pilgrimage, whereto by prayer 
And holy love I'm sent thy steps to aid, 

Along the Garden pass thine eyes ; for there 
Gazing thou shalt the more thy visual frame, 
To penetrate the beam Divine, prepare. 

And she, whose love doth all my heart inflame, 

Heaven's Queen, shall us with kind indulgence own ; 
For hers I am, and Bernard is my name." 

From the far North as one who journeys down, 
Our Veronica's kerchief come to see, 
Who, yet unsated — such its grand renown — 

Still stands a-gazing, and says inwardly; 
" Jesus, my Lord, Thou Christ, God's only Son, 
And was your look such in reality ? " 

So stood I, with mine eyes intent upon 
The loving Saint, a taste of Heavenly rest 
Who, yet on earth, in contemplations won. 
" Son, highly favour'd, this existence blest 

Thou ne'er canst know," began he, "while thy gaze 
Is to the lower section thus deprest. 

It to the Circle most aloft upraise, , 

Till it attain the Queen, enthron'd sublime, 
Whom this dominion worships and obeygC" 

Mine eyes I lifted ; and, at morning prime, 
As the wide East in light more gorgeous shows, 
Than where the sun declines in paler clime ; 

So, from a vale as one ascending goes, 
I saw apart, in the extreme afar, 
Above the rest a brilliancy disclose. 
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And, as where men await the rising car, 
Ill-led by Phaeton, the flame we trace 
More ruddy, and the light more faint elsewhere, 

So shone that oriflamb, the sign of peace, 
Quickening the centre ; and in like degree 
The parts around declined in splendour less. 

And at that centre Angels in holy glee 

Past number I beheld ; their wings outspread, 
And each in act and mien distinct to see. 

I saw, as thus with jocund songs they sped, 
A Beauty on them smil'd : so bright the ray, 
O'er all the company new joy was shed. 

If power of speech in me as richly lay, 
As mine the gift to fancy, I had dar'd 
Never of her delights the least to say. 

Bernard, who well perceiv'd my close regard, 
Where Mary him inflam'd with heavenly rays, 
Beheld her with a look, so fond endear'd, 

That ardour fresh it added to my gaze. 
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Unask'd, that Saint contemplative, as prest 
Inward by love, the Teacher's office fill'd, 
And thus to me his holy words addrest ; 
' The wound of sin, by Mary clos'd and heaTd, 
That beauteous one, beneath her feet, is she, 
Who, by transgressing, first its bane unseal'd. 

Eang'd in the order of the third degree, 
Beneath sits Bachel ; and beside her there 
Thy Beatrice, as thou full well dost see. 

Sarah, Eebecca, Judith, and the fair 
Ancestress of the bard, who, in his woe, 
For * mercy ' rais'd the penitential prayer, 
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Thou mayst observe, passing from row to row, 
As each of them I name, thy search to guide, 
While by the Eose from leaf to leaf I go. 

Down from the seventh grade, on either side, 
Succeed the dames of Hebrew blood ; as they 
All the fair tresses of the Flower divide. 

Because, as Faith towards Christ directed lay, 
So these the wall compose, that here in twain 
Severs ^he stairs of the ascending way. 

On this side, where the flower doth now contain 
Its leaves in full, they who did Christ embrace, 
As promis'd yet to come, a seat obtain. 

On th' other, where by intervals of space 
Void are the semicircles, rang'd are seen 
They who in Christ, when come, their trust did place. 

And, as this section, where of Heaven's high Queen 
Kises the glorious throne ; the seats, as well, 
Below it, that such severance make between ; 

So he, who in the desert made his cell, 

Saint from the womb, great John, who suffer'd death 
Martyr, and, after death, two years in Hell, 

Is in the opposite ; and rang'd beneath, 
Are Francis, Benedict, and Augustine ; 
And so the rest, adown the circling wreath. 

Now well observe the Providence Divine ; 
For, like as Faith may either aspect wear, 
So here shall both in equal numbers shine. 

And know thou, that, along the downward stair, 
Which central cuts the several parts, no one 
By his own merit was located there ; 

But by another's, terms agreed upon ; 

Because these souls were from the flesh set free, 
Ere they possess'd a will and choice their own. 

This from their faces thou canst plainly see ; 
Yea, learn it from the tones of childish sound, 
If thou with eye and ear attentive be. 
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Thou doubtest now, and hence art silent found : 
But the strong ligament I'll loose, wherein 
Thy thoughts so intricate detain thee bound. 

This kingdom's range dimensionless within 
Contingency a place can nowhere find, 
Other thaji sorrow, famine, thirst, or sin. 

For all thou notest here, whate'er its kind, 
Stands firm by Laws Eternal, fitted so, 
As when a ring the finger close may bind. 

Wherefore, these early comers from below, 
Who entering here their real Life attain, 
Not without cause, diverse in glory show. 

Here, where the King upholds His peaceful reign 
In so great love, such bliss beyond compare, 
All must in full contentedness remain. 

Forming all minds, seen in foreknowledge dear, 
According, as He will, God Grace bestows, 
Unequally : — the fact suffices here. 

And Holy Writ most manifestly shows 
This verity in those twin-brothers, who 
Together strove, ere past their mother's throes. 

Hence, as in hair we find a varied hue, 
Varies the Grace ; and so the Sovereign Light 
Measures the Glory in accordance true. 

Thus, barr'd all claim of meritorious right, 
Only, as differing in the primal Grace, 
Sorted to each they find a different site. 

To save the soul, when young our human race, 
With the child's innocence was ask'd no more, 
Than the Belief, its parents did embrace. 

Since the first ages had fulfill'd their score, 
The males must needs be Circumcis'd ; that so 
Their innocence might have a saving power. 

But, when the Day of Grace shone forth below, 
Without in Christ's Baptismal gift a share, 
Such innocence to Limbo down must go. 



CANTO XXXIL 415 

Now well regard the face, beyond compare, 
Likest to Christ ; for its pure beams alone 
To look on Christ Himself can thee prepare.' ' 

So great a joy I saw on her pour'd down, 
From the ministrant holy Angels, made 
To fly between the Eose and highest Throne, 

That all the Vision past to me convey'd 
Of awe admiring no such thrilling sense ; 
Nor nearness such to Deity display'd. 

And that Arch-Love, who first descended hence, 
"Ave Maria," singing, " full of Grace," 
His wings before her spread in reverence. 

The Court Supernal, all around the place, 
Answer'd, harmoniously, the chaunt divine ; 
Breathing a calm more sweet on every face. 
" holy father, who didst not decline, 

Stooping for me thus low, that mansion dear 
To quit, by lot eternal destin'd thine, 

Say, who yon Angel, with such sprightly cheer 
Viewing our Queen, who looks into her eyes, 
Enamour'd so, as quite on fire to appear ? " 

Again thus sought I the instruction wise • 
Of him, who, beautified by Mary's glow, 
Shone, as a star, lit by the solar rise. 

And he ; " All fervency and lightsome flow— 
What best can Angel, best can Saint, display — 
In him combines ; and well we wish it so. 

For this is he, to earth who bare away 
The palm for Mary, when God's only Son 
Stoop'd to endure our load of mortal clay. 

But now thine eyes advance ; as I move on, 
Heeding my words, the grand Patricians see 
Of the most righteous and most holy Throne. 

Those two aloft, in chief felicity 

Seated, because mosknigh th' Imperial Queen, 
Seem of this Eose, as 'twere, two roots to be. 
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Close on her left, his station fix'd, is seen 
The Sire Parental, whose bold taste, of old, 
So bitter still tastes to the race of men. 

Then, on her right, that antient Sire behold, 
Of Holy Church, to whom, before He died, 
Christ gave the Keys of this sweet Flower to hold. 

And he, who all the sufferings of the Bride 
Yet liv'd to see — the Bride so fair, and chaste, 
Won by the pierced hand, and open'd side — 

See near him ; while, the former near, is plac'd 
The Leader of that people heady, blind, 
Ingrate, who fed on Manna in the waste. 

In front of Peter, Anna rais'd we find : 

She joins th' Hosanna ; but her fond eyes dwell 
Still on her daughter, so absorb'd her mind. 

And fronting him, from whom man's race we tell, 
Lucia sits, who brought thy Lady down, 
When, ruin nigh, thy brow despairing fell. 

But, since thy vision-time is well nigh gone, 
Like to the thrifty workman, halt we here, 
Who, as the cloth is left, provides the gown. 

To the First Love let us our eyes uprear ; 
That, far as can be, thou mayst well succeed, 
Through His own shining, to behold Him near. 

In sooth, lest haply thou shouldst thence recede, 
Flapping thy pinions in a vain essay, 
Grace must be sought in prayer, to suit thy need. 

For Grace to her, mighty to succour, pray ; 
And now in my devout affections share, 
That so thy heart keep close to what I say : " 

Thereon, he thus commenc'd his holy prayer. 
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" Vibgin — mother, daughter of thy Son, 

Most meek of creatures, yet most high display'd, 
Term, in the Eternal purpose, fix'd upon ; 

Thou, thou art she, such glory who hast laid 
On human nature, that He thought no scorn 
Of it, who was its Maker, to be made ; 

Kindled was in thy womb, and of thee born, 
• That loving warmth, whence in Eternal peace 
This Eose springs up, with beauties so adorn. 

Thou art the noonday Sun in this blest place 
To us of charity ; and, below, the spring 
Of living hope to all the human race. 

Lady, thy voice such help can pleading bring, 
That whoso, lacking grace, that help denies, 
Is one, who fain would fly without a wing. 

Nor him alone, to thee who suppliant flies, 
Enablest thou ; for oft thy largess free 
Foreruns the prayer of want with full supplies. 

In thee is mercy ; piteousness in thee ; 
In thee magnificence : in thee alone 
Is summ'd the good create, in all we see. 

From the last deep of Hell to nigh Heaven's throne 
This one arriv'd, who in their several ways 
Has seen the living spirits, one by one, 

Thee for a grace so efficacious prays, 
That, towards the Final Bliss of Heaven's domain, 
Yet more on high his vision he may raise. 

And I, who for myself ne'er long'd to attain 
This sight more warmly than for him, to thee 
Present my prayer, in hope my suit to gain ; 

27 
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That thou for grace wonldst intercede, to free 
His sight from the beclouding mortal clay, 
And that the Prime Beatitude he see. 

Yet farther, mighty Queen, to thee I pray, 
Whose willing is effect, that thou his mind 
Preserve in soundness, after such display. 

Let thy controul his human senses bind : 
See with how many Beatrice makes request, 
Clasping their hands, the grace implor'd to find." 

The eyes, of God belov'd, in Heaven so blest, 
While resting on the suitor, made us know 
The power to please, which holy prayer possessed. 

Thence to the Point of Light's Eternal flow 
They turn'd ; and well we deem, that creature ne'er 
Enter'd therein with eyes of purer glow. 

And I, who to the crown was drawing near 
Of all desire, each ardent wish of mine, 
As well became, felt as if ended here. 

Bernard well pleas'd then smil'd, and with a sign 
Mov'd me to look above : this I had done 
Already ; for my will did so incline : 

Because my vision, more in pureness grown, 
Gain'd more and more, an entry by the Beam 
Of the great Light, Itself that maketh known. 

Henceforth, it far surpass'd whate'er we deem 
Of human speech, which yields to such a sight, 
And memory yields to such a pass extreme. 

As he, who dreams of something in the night, 
Finds that th' impression wrought within him stays, 
Although the dream itself has wing'd its flight ; 

So felt I ; for remembrance of my gaze 
Is well nigh gone ; yet what J saw e'en now 
Within my heart, distilling sweet, delays. 

Thus in the solar heat dissolves the snow ; 
Thus was the Sibyl's sentence lost in air, 
When 'gainst the flutter'd leaves the wind did blow. 
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Light Supreme, enthron'd above the sphere 
Of man's conceiving, in my soul renew 
Some remnant-trace of what Thou didst appear ; 

And with such energy my tongue endue. 
That of Thy Glory one faint spark alone 
I may bequeath, for future times to view : 

For spark so faint, when by my memory shown, 
And this same faltering accent of my lay, 
Will Thy victorious power make better known. 

So was I sharpen'd by the Living ray, 
'Tis my belief, that I had lost all sight, 
Had I from it once turn'd mine eyes away. 

And I remember me with added might 
Bolder its Glory to sustain ; that so 
My vision came to pierce the Infinite, 

plenteous grace, such daring to bestow, 
That on th' Eternal Light I fix'd mine eyes, 
And so beheld the All, I sought to know ! 

In its abyss I saw the knot, that ties 

With bands of Love, conjoin'd in one, whate'er 
Through all the Universe, dilated, lies. 

Substance, and accident, and movement, were 
Clasp'd in one Volume so complete, and grand, 
That a mere glimpse is all I can declare. 

Th' idea, in outline, of their single band 
I seem'd to seize ; for this, when only said, 
Inspires my heart with deeper joy to expand. 

Me more in stupor one brief moment laid, 
Than ages twenty-five that fam'd emprise, 
When Neptune stood aghast at Argo's shade. 

Thus, all abstract in wonder and surprise, 
Still I continued in that gaze intent, 
While every look made joys unknown arise. 

When on that Light the soul entire is bent, 
Such it becomes, that to be turn'd elsewhere 
'Tis quite impossible it give consent. 
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Because the Good, unto the will so dear, 
Bests all therein concenter'd and comprest : 
"What fails apart lives in perfection here. 

My words, henceforth, shall be more brief exprest, 
"While drawing from my memory's scanty store, 
Than lisp of infant at the mother's breast. 

Not that the Living Light, I gaz'd on, more 
Than one pure Semblance show'd ; for ever It 
Unchang'd abides — the same, It was before. 

But, as mine eyes, while stay'd upon the Light 
Of perfect purity, fresh vigour found, 
That Point, to me, chang'd with my change of sight. 

"Within the clear Subsistency profound 
Of the Great Light, appear'd of triple hue 
Three Circles, with a like inclosure round. 

One from the other shone reflected so, 
As Iris from herself ; the Third, as well, 
Like flame, exhal'd co-equal from the Two. 

Oh, how my words are scant and dull, to tell, 
Such Vision seen, what thoughts within me rose ; 
And these, as nothing worth, so low they fell, 

Light Eternal, Light in Self-repose, 

Known in Thyself, known to Thyself alone, 
"Whence unto Thee all love and rapture flows ! 

That Circle, thus in Thee conceiv'd and grown, 
Which look'd a beam reflected, to my view < 
By stricter observation when made known, 

"Within Itself, and of Its very hue, 

Seem'd pictur'd with the effigy of Man : 

And,, hence, my whole regard the semblance drew. 

As the geometer, the best he can, 

Labours to square the circle ; but his thought, 
The starting point unfound, bestows in vain ; 

So felt I me by this new Vision brought ; 
Seeking to scan the Human effigy — 
How in the Circle one — how there in- wrought. - 
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But lack'd me wings such altitude to fly, 

Had not a lightning struck me, flashing bright, 
And in the flash reveaTd the Mystery. 

Then what I saw mine is no power to write : 
But as, mov'd evenly, a wheel appears, 
So my desire, and will, now sway'd aright 

The Love, that moves the sun and other stars. 
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The Inferno, Purgatorio, and Paradiso, are to be regarded as 
the three main divisions of one vast whole, comprising the 
Universe of intelligent being, and extending through all time 
and eternity. (Paradiso, page 383, 1. 17, 18). 

Our terrestrial globe being divided into two equal hemi- 
spheres, the site of Hell occupies the upper, or northern, 
portion; called "la gran secca" {Inferno, p. 137, 1. 29) — the 
great dry land ; in contradistinction from the " luogo voto " 
(p. 138, 1. 3, 4) — the vast void, or southern hemisphere, in 
Dante's time undiscovered, and supposed to consist of an im- 
mense ocean. The entrance into the Infernal Kingdom lies at 
the foot of Mount Sion, or the earthly Jerusalem, which was 
considered to be the exact centre of the hemisphere. The 
descent passes along Nine Circles, narrowing gradually in their 
circumference, with a corresponding scale of punishments, from 
less to greater, till it reaches the centre of the earth and of 
gravity — the final point, where Lucifer, or Satan, is fixed, 
oppressed with the vast weight upon him of all the upper 
Circles, this whole world of sin and of torment. 

• 

Hell is divided into Four Partitions, and these are sub- 
divided into Nine Circles, each of which has its presiding or 
ministering demon. 
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PARTITION I. 

The outskirts of Hell, or Limbo. 

The Neutrals among Angels and Men. Pope Celestin V. ; or 
Messer Vieri de' Cerchi. (?) p. 10, 1. 13—18. 

First Circle (under Charon). — Page 11, line 25, 

The Unbaptized (delivered thence by Christ, when He descended 
into Hell), Adam, Abel, Noah, Moses, Abraham, David, 
Isaac, Jacob, the Twelve Patriarchs, Rachel. 

The Mighty Spirits of old, occupying the higher space. Homer, 
Horace, Ovid, Lucan, Electra, Hector, JEneas, J. Caesar, 
Camilla, Penthesilea, Latinus, Lavinia, J. Brutus, Lucretia, 
Julia, Marcia, Cornelia, Saladin, Aristotle, Socrates, Plato, 
Democritus, Diogenes, Anaxagoras, Thales, Empedocles, Hera- 
clitus, Zeno, Dioscorides, Orpheus, Cicero, Livy, Seneca, 
Euclid, Ptolemy the astronomer, Hippocrates, Avicenna, Galen, 
Averrhoes (pp. 14 — 17). 

PARTITION II.— Page 43, lines 16—19. 
Here are punished the Incontinent, comprising — 

Second Circle (Minos).— P. 17, 1. 23. 

The Sensual. Semiramis, Dido, Cleopatra, Helen, Achilles, Paris, 
Tristan, Francesca da Rimini, Paolo Malatesta. 

Third Circle (Cerberus). — P. 22, 1. 4. 
The Gluttonous. Ciacco. 

Fourth Circle (Plutus). — P. 25, 1. 2. 

The Misers and Spendthrifts. None capable of being recognized. 

Fifth Circle (Phlegyas). — P. 29, 1. 18. 

The Irascible and Gloomy. Filippo Argenti. 

PARTITION III. —Page 31, line 2. 

Here we enter the Frontier-fortress of the City of Dis. Torments 
by fire begin. The sins punished are those of irrational bru- 
tishness — Bestialita. (See Ps. xxxii. 9 ; Jude 10.) 

Sixth Circle (The Erinntes, or Furies, with the Gorgon head), — 

P. 34, 1. 15. 
Heretics and Materialists. Epicurus, Farinata, C de Cavalcanti, 
Emperor Frederick n., Cardinal O. degli Ubaldini. 
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PARTITION IV. — Page 41, line 17. 
Sins of Malice, comprising the Violent. 

Seventh Circle (the Minotauk and Centaurs). — P. 44, 1. 25. 

1. Against their neighbour. Alexander, Dionysius, Azzolino, 

Obizzo, G. de Montfort, Attila, Pyrrhus, Sextos Pompeins, 
Binier da Corneto, Binier Pazzo (p. 47, 1. 17). 

2. Against themselves. Pier delle Vigne, Lano, Jacobo da Sant 

Andrea (p. 48, 1. 31). 

3. Against God. 

(i.) His Essence, or Blasphemers. Capaneus(p. 54, 1. 21). 

(ii.) Nature, or unnatural sinners. Branetto Latini (p. 58, 
1. 2), Priscian, Fr. d' Accorso, Andr. de* Mozzi (p. 60, 
1. 10), Gnido Gnerra, T. Aldobrandini, Jac Bnsticucci, 
G. Borsiere (p. 61, 1. 28). 

(iii.) Art, or Usurers. Gian-figiiacci, Ubbriachi, Scrovigno, 
and (in prospect) Vitaliano, Baiamonte (p. 66, 1. 11). 

Eighth Circxe (Geryon). — P. 64, 1. 20. 

Comprising the Fraudulent, and divided into ten chasms, or pits, 
called the Malebolge (p. 42, 1. 22). 

1. Panders and deceivers of women. Vened. Caccianimico (p. 69, 

1. 35), Jason (p. 70, 1. 35). 

2. Flatterers. Alessio Interminei, Thais (p. 71, 1. 35). 

3. Simonists. Pope Nicholas III., and (in prospect) Boniface VIII., 

Clement V. (p. 74, 1. 15 ; 73, 35). 

4. Diviners and Sorcerers. Amphiaraus, Tiresias, Aruns, Manto, 

Eurypylus, M. Scot, G. Bonatti, Asdente (p. 77, 1. 10). 

5. Barter ers and Peculators. Ciampolo, Friar Gomita, Don 

Michael Zanche (p. 81, 1. 8). 

6. Hypocrites. Catalano, Loderingo, Caiaphas, Annas, and the 

counsellors of Christ's death (p. 91, 1. 14). 

7. Thieves. Vanni Fucci, Cianfa, Agnolo Brunelleschi, Buoso, 

Puccio Sciancata, Guercio Cavalcante (pp. 96—101). 

8. Evil Counsellors. Ulysses, Diomed, Guido Montefeltro (p. 103, 

1. 1 ; 107, 16). 

9. Schismatics. Mahomet, Ali, Pier da Medicina, Curio, Mosca, 

Bertrand dal Bornio, and (in prospect) Fra Dolcino, Geri del 
Bello (p. 110, 1. 13 ; 114, 12). 

10. Falsifiers. 

(i.) (In things), Alchvmists and Forgers. Albero of Siena, 
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Capocchio, Schicchi, Master Adam (p. 116, 1, 23 ; 117, 
13 ; 119, 10). 
(ii.) (In deeds), Counterfeiters of persons. Myrra (p. 118, 
1. 23). 

(iii.) (In words), Liars. Potiphar's wife, Sinon (p. 120, 1. 10). 

Ninth Circle (Nimrod and the Rebellious Giants). — P. 123, 

1. 1—35. 

This is the Central Pit of Malebolge, with its Four Less Circles, 
of the Treacherous, who acted against the obligations of some 
special trust. 

1. Caina, wherein are the traitors against their kindred. Alessan- 

dro, Napoleoni, Mordrec, Focaccia, Sassol Mascheroni, Cami- 
cion de' Pazsri, and (in prospect) Carlino (p. 127, 1. 13 ; 128, 2). 

2. Antenora, wherein are the traitors against their native country. 

Bocca, Buoso da Duera, Beccaria, Ganellone,.Tribaldello, 
Ugolino, Abp. Ruggieri (p. 129, 1. 5 ; 130, 13—14). 

3. Ptolonvza, wherein are the traitors against confiding persons. 

Frate Alberigo, Branca d* Oria (p. 133, 1. 22). 

4. Giudecca, wherein are the traitors against Lords and Bene- 

factors. Judas Iscariot, M. Brutus, Cassius. — The Seat of 
Lucifer (pp. 135, 136). 
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The Mountain-Island of Purgatory rises in a conical form from 
the ocean beyond the Southern hemisphere. It is supposed to 
have been thrown up, in consequence of the convulsion caused 
by Satan's fall from Heaven (Inferno, page 138, lines 1-6). In 
the imaginary description of the Poet, it consists of Three 
Partitions, subdivided into Nine Cornices, or terraces, circular 
and concentric, winding round it from the base to the summit. 

PARTITION I. 

Comprising the Vestibule, or Outskirts, of Purgatory, and seeming 
to correspond with the Limbo in Hell ; only that it occupies 
far more space, being contained in Two Circles. In both 
these are found the Negligent, who on earth deferred their 
repentance. 
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Two Circles.— Page 152, line 33 ; 153, 1—7 ; 156, 33. 

The Negligent. Casella (p. 147, 1. 30), Manfred (p. 152, 1. 10), 
Belacqna (p. 156, L 10), Jacopo del Cassero (p. 159, 1. 7), 
Buonconte (p. 159, 1. 28), Pia (p. 161, 1. 1), Sordello (p. 163, 
I 11), Bodolf, Ottocar, Philip III. (of France), Henry (of 
Navarre), Peter IH. (of Arragon), Charles L (of Naples), 
Henry HI. (of England), William, Marquis of Montferrat 
(p. 168, 1. 7 ; 169, 1—13), Nino (p. 170, 1. 35), Conrad (p. 
171,1.11). 

PARTITION II. 

Comprising the Seven Circles within the Gate of Purgatory, which 
form its entire region (page 151, line 7 ; 166, 24 ; 174, 30 ; 
175, 22). 

First Circle.— P. 210, 1. 1—12. 

The Proud. Omberto, Oderigi, Salvani (pp. 183, 185). In this 
Circle the grace of Humility is represented by the examples, 
delineated in sculpture, of the Virgin Mary (S. Luke i. 28), 
(p. 178, 1. 22), of David (2 Sam. vi. 14) (p. 179, 1. 7), of the 
Emperor Trajan (p. 179, 1. 25) ; while Pride is condemned by 
representations of Satan (S. Luke x. 18), Briareus, Nimrod, 
Saul (2 Sam. i. 21), Arachne, Behoboam (1 Kings xii. 18), 
Sennacherib (2 Kings xix. 37), Tomyris, Holophernes (Judith 
xv. 5), and the fell of Troy (pp. 186, 187). 

Second Circle.— P. 189, 1. 20 ; 190, 25. 

The Envious. Sapia (p. 192, 1. 16), Guido del Duca, Rinieri da 
Calboli (p. 194, L 7). Unseen spirits recount instances of 
Charity— the V. Mary (S. John ii. 3), Orestes (p. 190, 1. 16 
— 22) ; and, again, instances of Envy — Cain (Gen. iv. 14) 
(p. 197, 1. 30), Aglaurus (p. 198, 1. 1). 

Third Circle.— P. 200, 1. 29. 

The Wrathful. Marco Lombardo (p. 203,1. 34). Wrath is repre- 
sented by the examples of Progne, Haman (Esther vii.), Amata 
(p. 207, 1. 13 — 25); while the opposite virtue is shown by 
the examples of the V. Mary (S. Luke ii. 48) (p. 200, 1. 33), 
of Pisistratus (p. 201, L 4), and S. Stephen (Acts vii. 54) 
(p. 201, 1. 11). 

Fourth Circle.— P. 210, 1. 13—26 j 213, 27. 

The Lukewarm. Instances of Lukewarmness — Abbot of S. Zeno, 
the recreant Israelites (Numb. xiv. 37), the Trojans, who 
declined to follow JEneas beyond Sicily (p. 214, 1. 4 — 24) ; 
and of the opposite virtue of Zeal — the V. Mary (S. Luke i. 
39), and Julius Cesar (p. 213, 1. 21—24). 
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Fifth Cibclb.— P. 217, L 4 ; 228, 13—36. 

The Avaricious and Spendthrifts. Pope Adrian V. (p. 217, 1. 33), 
Hugh Capet (p. 220, 1. 25), Statins (p. 226, 1. 7). Examples 
of Covetousness — Pygmalion, Midas, Achan (Joshua vii. 21), 
Ananias and Sapphira (Acts v. 1,2), Heliodorus (2 Mace. iii. 
25), Polymnestor, Crassus (p. 222, 1. 6—21). Examples of 
poverty and generosity are seen in the V. Mary (S. Luke ii. 
7), Fahricius, and Nicholas (p. 220, 1. 1—9). 

Sixth Circle.— P. 230, 1. 26 ; 239, 28. 

The Gluttonous. Forese (p. 233, 1, 18), Buonaggiunta, Pope 
Martin IV., Boniface, Bishop of Ravenna, Ubaldino, the Mar- 
quis of Rigogliosi (p. 236, 1. 237). Recorded instances of 
Greediness — the Centaurs, the Israelites under Gideon 
(Judges vii. 6) (p. 239, 1. 20 — 26) ; and, on the other hand, 
of Abstinence and Temperance — the V. Mary (S. John ii. 3), 
the Roman Matrons, Daniel (Dan. i. 8), John the Baptist 
(S. Matt. iii. 4) (p. 231, 1. 16—27). 

Seventh Chicle.— P. 243, 1. 22 ; 244, 10^.16. 

The Incontinent. Guido Guinicelli (p. 247, 5), Arnaud (p. 248, 
1. 19). Examples of Chastity— the V. Mary (S. Luke i. 34). 
Diana (p. 244, 1, 3—9). 



PARTITION III. 
Containing the Terrestrial Paradise. — P. 252, 1. 22 ; 255, 28. 

» 

The garden of Eden (p. 253, 1. 1). 

The procession of the Church Militant (p. 257, 1. 29). 

The appearance of Beatrice (p. 263, 1. 1). 

The river Lethe (p. 253, 1. 33 ; 256, 30 ; 268, 33 ; 277, 29). 

The river Eunoe (p. 256, 1. 31 ; 278, 25), the taste of whose 
healing and renovating water prepares Dante to enter upon 
his ascent to the Celestial Paradise (p. 256, 1. 33; 279, 4 — 7). 
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Dante, following the ancient Ptolemaic theory of the heavenly 
bodies, places our globe in the centre of the material universe. 
Nine Spheres, or heavens, revolve around it, increasing in their 
size and swiftness of motion, as they are further from the earth. 
They consist of the Seven Planets — the Moon, Mars, Mercury, 
Venus, the Sun, Jupiter, and Saturn — and then of Hie' Fixed 
Stars ; and, lastly, of the Primum Mobile, which envelops all 
these inferior heavens, and by its wonderful influence attracts 
them, and carries them along with itself (page 334, lines 27-30). 
Over and around them all, is the Empyrean, the Heaven of 
heavens, the abode of Godhead. From this Point, as from the 
Sun of the Celestial Paradise, issue forth the streams of Life 
and Immortality ; and to it, in return, all love and adoring praise 
is directed by holy Angels and glorified Saints for evermore. 

Accordingly, the division of the subject of the Paradiso is 
twofold, consisting of the Nine Spheres, or heavens, and of the 
Empyrean. 

It may be here premised, by way of distinction, that the 
spirits placed in the three lowest of the planetary Spheres, are of 
a less perfect character than those above them. In the Moon, we 
find votresses, who did not fully perform their religious vows ; in 
Mercury, we meet with famous men of old, who laboured on the 
earth more from a desire of honour than from the love of God. In 
the planet of Venus are they, who lived too much under her 
influence, but after repented. Thus we do not meet with spirits 
entirely without fault, till we reach the fourth heaven of the 
Sun ; where begin the higher privileges, and delights of Paradise 
(p. 321, 1. 33 — p. 322, 1. 19), and where accordingly the tone 
of the Poem rises in its sublimity. The visible station (p. 296, 
1. 19) of the blessed spirits does not extend beyond the Seventh 
Sphere, that of Saturn. Here we enter the festive choirs of 
Saints and Angels, and, after, behold the triumph of the Lord 
Christ, and so become prepared for the alto fine — the ultima 
salute — in the Vision of the Almighty. 
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PARTITION I. 

First Sphere. — Page 288, line 12 (The Moon). 

Ficcarda (p. 293, 1. 4). The Empress Constance (p. 295, 1. 1). 

Second Sphere. — P. 302, 1. 6 (Mercury). 
Justinian (p. 303, 1. 26). 

Third Sphere.-— P. 812, 1. 10 (Venus). 

Charles Martel (p. 313, 1. 1 ; 316, 11). Cunizza (p. 317, 1. 11), 
Folco (p. 319, 1. 1). 

Fourth Sphere.— P. 321, 1. 16 (The Sun). 

Doctors and principal Lights of the Church. Thomas Aqninas 

(p. 323, 1. 9), Gratian, P. Lombard, Solomon, Dionysius the 

Areopagite, Orosius, Boethius (p. 323, 1. 13 — 36), Sigier 

(p. 324, line 13). The acts of S. Francis, and of S. Dominick, 

are recounted (p. 325, 1. 26 ; 330, 11). 

Fifth Sphere.— P. 339, 1. 22 (Mars). 

Crusaders and contenders for the Faith. Cacciaguida (p. 341, 
1. 24), Joshua, J. Maccabeus, Orlando, Charlemain, William 
Rinoard, Duke Godfrey, Robert Guiscard (p.. 355, 1. 10—21). 

Sixth Sphere.— P. 356, 1. 5 (Jupiter). 

Righteous Kings and Rulers. David, Hezekiah, Constantine (p. 
363, 1. 16—33), William II. of Sicily, Trajan, Ripheus (p. 364, 
1. 1—12). 

Seventh Sphere. — P. 367, 1. 1 (Saturn). 

The followers of a Contemplative Life. Peter Damian (p. 370,1. 1), 
S. Benedict (p. 371, 1. 19). 

Eighth Sphere.— P. 373, 1. 28 ; 394, 14. 

The Gemini ; or Region of the Fixed Stars. The Lord Christ in 
triumph (p. 375, 1. 25), the V. Mary (p. 377, 1. 7), the Angel 
Gabriel (p. 377, 1. 28), S. Peter (p. 379, 23), S. James (p. 383, 
1. 29), S. John (p. 386, 1. 13). 

Ninth Sphere.— P. 286, 1. 28—30; 378, 10; 394, 19—33; 396, 

10—36. 

The Primum Mobile. The abode of the Angelic hosts, who are 
divided into Three Hierarchies, each Hierarchy consisting of 
three orders, or ranks. These Nine choirs of created Intelli- 
gences circle round the Divine Presence, and exercise respec- 
tively their several influences on the material heavens beneath 
them, from which that influence passes to our earth. The 
degree of their power and glory is regulated according to the 
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distance of each from the Almighty, as is the beatitude of the 
spirits in their different spheres. The doable arrangement 
stands thus — 

Hierarchies— pp. 398 — 399. Heavens— pp. 313, 4 — 7. 

(The Seraphim influencing The Primnm Mobile, 
The Cherubim 
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I The Thrones 
I The Dominations 

The Virtues 

The Powers 

The Principalities 

The Archangels 

The Angels 
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The Fixed Stars. 
The planet of Saturn. 

of Jupiter. 

of Mars. 

of the Sun. 

of Venus. 

of Mercury. 

of the Moon., 
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PARTITION II. 

The Empyrean. — The Heaven of pure light, where God " is " 
(p. 371, 1. 17 ; 396, 10—12 ; 405, 15). Here the blessedness 
of the two hosts of Heaven is seen under a twofold Vision ; 
that of a River (p. 406, 1. 1) and that of a Rose (p. 406, 1. 30 ; 
407, 21). S. Bernard points out and explains the two 
divisions of the latter, as comprising the entire Church 
Triumphant, made up of Saints of the Old, and of the New 
Testament. Opposite to each other, on the most exalted 
seats of the amphitheatric cup of the sempiternal Rose, are 
placed the V. Mary, and S. John the Baptist : under the former 
we see Eve, Rachel, Beatrice, Sarah, Rebecca, Judith, Ruth ; 
under the latter we see S. Francis, S. Benedict, and S. Augustin 
(p. 413, 1. 24). Then, on the left of the V. Mary, sits Adam, 
as the stem of the O. T. ; and on the right is S. Peter, as the 
stem of the N. T. (p. 416, 1. 1 — 6) : near Him is S. John the 
Evangelist, and opposite to him S. Anna ; while near Adam 
is Moses ; and, fronting him, is seated Lucia. The Glorious 
Presence and Majesty of the Lord God Almighty is revealed 
in the Unity of the Divine essence, in the Trinity of Persons, 
and in the Incarnation of the Son of God (p. 420). 



THE END. 
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